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SHE 
COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


ACT I, 


. \ SCENE I. 
A Hall in the Palace of ihe Duke. 


Enter the Duke, AEczon in Chains, two Officers, and 
Gentlemen. 


figeon. Proceep, Solinus, to procure my fall; 
And terminate, by this thy rig’rous doom, 
Egeon’s life and miseries together. 

Duke.. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more: 
The enmity and discord which, of late, 
Sprung from the ranc’rous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,— 
Who wanting guilders to redeem their lives, 
Have seal’d his rig’rous statutes with their blood,—- 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 
’ It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracusans and ourselves, 
T’ admit no trafick to our adverse towns ; 
Nay, more;—lIf any, born at Ephesus, 
Be seen at Syracusan marts or fairs,—~ 
Again ;—If any Syracusan born, 

B 
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“Come to the bay of Ephesus,—he dies : 
His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; " 
Unless a thousand marks be levied, 
To quit.the penalty, and ransom him. 
Thy substance, valu’d at the highest rate, 
Cannot amount unto an hundred marks; 
Therefore, by law, thou art condemn’d to die. 
4igeon. this comfort then, the wretch’s last re- 
source, 
At least} I gain from the severe decree ; 
My woes must finish ere the setting sun. 
‘Duke. Yet, Syracusan, say to me, in brief, 
Why thou departedst from thy native home; 
And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 
fEgeon. Aheavier task could not have been impos’d; 
Yet will [ utter what mny grief permits. 
In Syracusa was I born; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me! 
With her I liv’d in joy ; our wealih increas’d 
By prosp’rous traffick, ’till my factors death 
Drew us unwillingly to Epidamnum: 
There had we not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 
And, strange to hear, the one so like the other, 
They har dly by our selves could be distinguish’d. 
‘That very hour, and in the self-same house, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike. 
These, for their parents were exceeding poor, 
I bought, and brought up, to attend my sons, 
My wife, not meanly proud-of her two boys, 
Made daily motions for our home retum : 
Unwilling I agreed. We came aboard— 
O, bitter recollection ! 
Duke. Stop thy tears:— 
I long, yet almost dread, to hear the rest. ‘ 
4iigeon. A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 
Before the always wind- ae deep 
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Gave any tragick instance of our harm :. 
- But longer did we not retain much hope 5 
For what obscured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convey into our fearful minds 
A dreadful warrant of immediate death. 
The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 
And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us. 
My wife, more careful for the elder-born, 
Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast. 
To him, one of the other twins was bound ; 
While I had: been like heedful of the younger. 
The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast,. 
And, floating straight obedient. to the stream, 
Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sea wax’d calm; and we discover'd 
Two ships, from far, making amain to us:. 
But ere they came—— 
Duke. Pursue thy tale, old man. 
fégeon. Being encounter’d by a mighty rock, 
Our helpless raft was splitted in the midst:: 
Her part,—poor soul !—burden’d with lesser weight, ’ 
Was carried with more speed before the wind ; 
And, in our sight, they three were taken up. 
By fishermen of Corinth. 
At length, another ship had seiz’d on us 5: 
And would have ’reft those fishers of their prey,. 
Had not their bark been very slow of sail. 
Duke. Relate at full ¢ 
What hath befallen to them, and thee, ’till now. 
Zgeon. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 
At eighteen years, became inquisitive 
After his brother ; and importun’d me 
That his attendant,—for his case was like, 
’Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name,— 
Might bear him company, in quest of him, 
Whom while I labour’d of a love to see, 
I yielded to the loss of him I lov’d: 


8 
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Since which unhappy time, no news arriving 

What course their wayward stars had hurried them, 
Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Roaming ev’n through the bounds of Asia; 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus : 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant me, they live. 

Duke. Hapless Aigeon, whom the fates have mark’d 
To bear th’ extremity of dire mishap ! 
Now trust mej: were it not against our laws, 

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

My soul should sue as advocate for thee: 

But though thou art adjudged to the death, 

And passed sentence cannot be recall’d, 

Without our honour’s great disparagement, 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can: 

I therefore, merchant, limit. thee this day, 

To seek thy life by beneficial help: 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 

And live ;—if not, then art thou doom’d to die. 
fExeunt the Duke, and Gentlemen. 

/Egeon.AWhat friends, alas! can misery expect ? 
This pity but prolongs the date of pain: 

And to a sure, though short-protracted, end, 
Helpless and hopeless doth /Ageon wend. 
[Exit with the Officers. 


SCENE il. 
The Mart. 
Enier ANTIPHOLIS of Syracuse, CLeon, and Dromio 
of Syracuse. 
Cle. Therefore give out you are of Epidamuum : 


Lest that your goods be forfeit to the state. 
‘This very day a Syracusan merchant 


ro 
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Is apprehended for arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
Dies ere the w eary sun sets in the west.— 
There is your money, which I had to keep. 
Ant. of Syr. Go, bear it to the Centaur, where we 
host ; 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time ; ; 
Till then, Ill view the manners of the town, 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return, and sleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am sick and weary, 
Get thee away ! 
Dr..of Syr. Many a man would take you at your 
word, 
And go away indeed, having so great 
A treasure in his charge.—Of what strength do 
You conceive my honesty, good master, 
That you dare put-it to such temptation? 
Ant. of Syr. Of proof against a greater charge than 
this : 
Were it remiss, thy love would strengthen it; 
I think, thou would’st not wrong me, if thou could’st, 
Dr. of Syr; Thope, I should not, sir; but there is 
such. 
A thing as trusting too far... Odd’s heart, ’t is 
A weighty matter; and, if balane’d in, 
Seer sii pc my honesty, StEL is ~ 
I doubt 
Ant. of Syr. That very doubt is my security : 
No further argument, but speed away, 
Dr. of Syr. Ay; but, master, you know the old 


saying,— 
Ant. of Syr. Then thou hast no.oceasion to tellit me. 
Begone, I say.— [Exit Dromio. of Syracuse, 


A trusty villain, sir, that very oft, 

When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jests.— 
* BS 
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What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to the inn, and dine with me? 
Cle. I aminvited, sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon: But, at five o’clock, 
Please you, 17Il meet you here upon the mart ; 
find afterwards consort with you ’till bed-time. 
My present business calls me from you now. 
Ant. of Syr. Farewell, ’till then.—I will go lose 
myself, 
And wander up and down, to view the city. 
Cle, Sir, I commend you to your own confent. 
[Exit Cron. 
Ant. of Syr.Aie that commends me to my own 
content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I, to the world, am like a drop of water — 
‘That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 
Who, failing there to find his fellow out, 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself: 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 
In search of them, unhappy, lose myself. 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 


How now? How chance thou art return’d so soon ? 

Dr. of Eph. Return’d so soon! Rather approach’ ds 
too late: 

The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit; 

‘Che clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell, 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek; 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold: 

The meat is cold, because you come not home; 

You come not home, because you have no stomach ; 

You have no stomach, having broke your fast: 

But we, that know what ’t is to fast and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to-day. 
Axt. of Syr. Stop in your wind, sir: Tell me this, 
.“"“@ I pray, : 

Wiiere have you left the money that I gave you? 
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Dr. of Eph. Money!—O, the money that I had on 
Wednesday last, to pay for mending my 
Mistress’s saddle. ‘The sadler had it, sir: 
I kept it not. 
_ Ant. of Syr. I am not in a sportive humour now; 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 
Dr. of Eph. 1 pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at 
dinner. 
I from my mistress come to you in haste: 
Methinks, ,your stomach, like mine, should be your 
clock, 
And send you home without a messenger. 
Ant. of Syr. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are 
out of season ; 
Reserve them ’till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 
Dr. of Eph. To me, sir'—Why, you gave no gold 
to me. 
Ant. of Syr. Come, come, have done your foolish- 
Ness 5 
And tell me how thou hast dispos’d my charge. 
Dr. of Eph. My charge was but to fetch you from 
- the mart 
Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner; 
My mistress and her sister stay for you. 
Ant. of Syr. Now, as 1 am.a Christian,—Answer me, 
In what safe place you have bestow’d my money ; 
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours, 
That stands on tricks, when I am undispos’d. 
Where are the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 
Dr. of Eph. Ihave some marks of yours upon my 
pate; 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders; 
Between you both, they make, perhaps, a thousand: 
If I should pay your worship these again, 
Perchance, you will not take it patiently, 
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Ant. of Syr. Thy mistress’ marks!—What mistress, 
slave, hast thou? 
Dr. of Eph. Your worship’s wife, my mistress, at 
the Phoenix ; 
She that doth fast, till you come home to ance 
And prays that you will haste you. 
Ant. of Syr.. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto 
my face, 
Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave. 
Dr. of Eph. What mean you, sir?—for heaven’s 
sake, hold your hands: 
Nay, an you will not, sir, Ill take my heels. 
[Fait Dromio of Ephesus. 
Ant. of Syr. Upon my life, by some device or other, 
The villain has been trick’d of all my maney. 
They say, this town is fuil of cozenage; 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 
Misguided by my hopes,, in doubt I stray, 
To seek what I, perchance,, may never find, 
May not the cruel hand of destiny, 
Ere this, have render’d all my searches vain ? 
If so, how wretched has my folly made me! 
Tn luckless hour, alas! I left my home; 
Left the fond comforts of a father ’s love, 
The only bliss my fortune had in store, 
For dubious pleasures on a foreign shore. [Exit 


END OF ACTI. 
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ALOE Ff. 


SCENE I. 
A Room in the House of Antipholis of Ephesus. 


Enter Apriana and Luciana. 


Adr, Nerrner my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That, in such haste, I sent to "seek his master? 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock. 

Luc. Perhaps, some merchant has invited him, 
And, from the mart, he’s somewhere gone to dinner, 
Good sister, let us dine :—And never fret ; 

A manis master of his liberty ; 
Will come, or go; therefore be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty be more than ours? 

Luc. Because their business still lies out of door. 

Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 

Luc. He is the bridle of your actions, sister. 

Adr. None, but an idiot, would be bridled so, 

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty belongs to man, 
And ill befits a woman’s gentle mind. 

There ’s nothing situate under Heaven’s eye, 
But hath its bound, in earth, in sea, and air: 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged tribes, 
Aye their males’ subjects, and at their controll: 
Man, more divine, the master of them all, 
Indu’d with intellectual sense and soul, 

Is master to his fernale ; nay, her lord; 

Let then yeur will attend on his commands, 

Adr. This servitude makes you remain unwed. 

Luc, Not this ; but troubles of the marriage state. 

Adr, But, were you wedded, you would bear some 

rule. 

Luc. Before I wed, 1’ll practise to obey. 
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Adr. How, if your husband start some other where? 
Luc. With all the gentle, artificial means 
That patient meekness and domestick cares 
Could bring to my relief, I would beguile 
The intervening hours, Fill he, tir’d out 
With empty transient pleasures, should return, 
To seek content and happiness at home : 
With smiles I’d welcome him, and put in practice 
Each soothing art that kindness could suggest, 
‘Yo wean his mind from such delusive joys. 
Adr, O special reasoning! Well may they be pa- 
tient, 
Who never had a cause for anger given them. 


’ How easily we cure another’s gricf ! 


But, were we burden’d with like weight of woe, 
As much, or more, we should ourselves complain : : 
So thou, who hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
Would’st comfort me by urging helpless patience : 
But, should’st thou live to see these griefs thine own, 
‘This beasted patience would be thrown aside.. 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try.— 
Here comes your man ; now is your husband near. 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 

Dr, of Eph. Nay, he’s at two hands with me, and _ 
that my two ears can witness. 

4dr, Say, didst thou speak with him? know’st thou 

his mind ? 

Dr. of Eph. Ay, ay; he told his mind upon my ear: 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc, Spake he so doubtfully, thou could’st not find 
His meaning ? 

Dr. of Eph. Nay; he struck so plainly, I could too 
well feel his blows: and withall so doubtfully, that I 
could scarce understand them. 

Adr. But say, I pray thee, is he coming home? 

It seems, he hath great care to please his wife | 
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Dr. of Eph. Why, mistress, sure, my mniaster is 
horn-mad. 
Luc. Horn-mad, thou villain! 
Dr. of Eph. I mean not cuckold-mad; but, sure, 
stark-mad. 
When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 
He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold. 
’*T is dinner-time, quoth I:—My gold, quoth he :— 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I:—My gold, quoth he: 
Where are the thousand marks IJ gave thee, villain ?— 
The pig, quoth I, is burn’d :—My gold, quoth he :— 
My mistress, sir, quoth I :—Hang up thy mistress ! 
I do not know thy mistress:—out on thy mistress ! 
Luc. Quoth who? 
Dr. of Eph. Quoth my master :— 
I know, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress ; 
So that, my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me hither. 
Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him 
home. 
Dr. of Eph. Go back again, and be new beaten 
home ? 
For heaven’s sake, send some other messenger. 
Adr. Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy master 
home. 
Dr. of Eph. Am I so round with you, as you with me, 
That, like a foot-ball, you do spurn me thus ? 
You spurn me henee, and he will spurn me hither: 
If T last in this service, you must case me in leather, 
{Ext Dromio of Ephesus. 
Luc. Fy! how impatience lowereth on your brow ! 
Adr. His company must do his minions grace, 
While I, at home, starve for a cheerful look. 
Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty stole 
From my poor cheek? no, he hath wasted it, 
Are my discourses low? barren my wit? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be duli’d, 
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Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard. 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 

That ’s not my fault; he’s master of my fortunes. 

What ruins are in me, that can be found 

By him not ruin’d? Then is he the cause 

Of my defeatures : my decayed beauty, 

A sunny look ef his would soon repair : 

But, too unruly deer! he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home: poor I am left despis’d. 
Luc. Self-harming jealousy: Fy! beat it hence. 
Adr. I know, his eye doth homage other-where ; 

Or else, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know, he promis’d me a bracelet: 

Some stranger fair hath caught his truant eye, 

And triumphs in the gifts design’d for me. 

Such trifles yet with ease I could forego, 

So I were sure he left his heart at home. 

I see, the jewel best enameled 

Will lose its lustre: so doth Adriana; 

Whom once, unwearied with continual gazing, 

He fondly call’d the treasure of his life. 

Now, since my beauty cannot please his eye, 

L’ll weep what ’s left away, and weeping die. 

. (Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The Mart. 


Enter Awripuo iis of Syracuse. 


Ant. of Syr. The gold I gave to Dromio, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful slave 
is wander’d forth in care to seek me out. 
O! here he comes— 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


How now, sir? is your merry humour alter’d ? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 


A 
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You knew no Centaur! you reeeiv’d no gold! 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ! 
My house was at the Phoenix! Wert thou mad, 
‘That thus so strangely thou didst answer me? 
Dr. of Syr. What answer, sir? when spake I such 
a word ? 
Ant, of Syr. Ev’n now, ev’n here; not half an hour 
since. 
Dr. of Syr. I did not see you, since you sent me 
hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. of Syr. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s re- 
ceipt, 
And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner: 
For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 
Dr. of Syr. 1’m glad, to see you in this merry 
vein; 
What means this jest, I pray you, master, tell me? 
Ant of Syr. What, dost thou jeer, and flout me in 
the teeth ? 
Think’st thou, I jest? there, take thou that, and 
that. 
Dr. of Syr. Hold, sir, for heav’n’s sake : Now your 
jest is earnest: 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 
Ant. of Syr. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your sauciness will jest upon my love, 


«And make a common of my serious hours. 


When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make sport ; 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams. 
If you will jest with me, then know my aspect, 


And fashion your demeanour to my looks. 


Dr. of Syr. L pray, sir, why am I beaten? 
Aunt. of Syr. Dost thou not know? 
Dr. of Syr. Nothing ; but that I am beaten. 
Ant. of Syr. Why, first, for flouting me; and then, 
for urging 
c 
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It, in spite of my assertion to the contrary. 
Is dinner ready ? 
Dr. of Syr. No, sir; I think, the meat wants what 
1’ve got. 
Ant. of Syr. What ’s that ? 
Dr. of Syr. Why, basting, sir. 
Ant. of Syr. No more, thou knave! for see, who 
wafts us yonder : 
This way they haste, and by their gestures seem 
To point out me.—What should they mean, I trow ? 


Enter ApRiana and Luciana. 


Adr, Ay, ay, Antipholis; look strange, and frown ; 
Some other mistress hath some sweeter aspect: 
Iam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou, unurg’d, would’st vow 
That never words were musick to thine ear, 
That never object pleasing in thine eye, 
That never touch were welcome to thine hand, 
That never food well-favour’d to the taste, 
Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d. 
How comes it now, my husband, O! how comes it, 
That thou art thus estranged to thyself ? 
Thyself, I call it, being strange to me. 
O! do not tear thyself away from me ; 
For know, my lov e, as easy may’st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
As take from me thyself, 
Ant. of Syr. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know 
you not: 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 
As strange unto your town as to your talk. 
Luc. Fy, brother! how the world is chang’d with 
you! 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 
Ant, of Syr. By Dromio ? 
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Dr. of Syr. By me? 
Adr. By thee; and thus thou didst return from. 
hin, 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows, 
Denied my house, for his; me, for his wife. > 
Ant, of Syr. Did you converse, sir, with this gentle- 


woman ? 

Dr. of Syr. 1, sit!—I never saw her, ’till this 
moment. 

Ant. of Syr. Villain, thou lest; for e’em her very. 
words 


Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 
Dr. of Syr. I never spoke with her in all my life. 
Ant. of Syr. How ean she then thus call us by our 
names, 
Unless it be by inspiration ? 
Adr, How ill agrees it with your gravity, 
‘Fo counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood !— 
Come, I will fasten thus upon thy arm; Ce 
Thou art an elm, my husband ; I,. a vine, 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 
Shares in thy virtues and partakes thy strength. 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 
Usurping ivy, idle moss, or brier, 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy destruction. 
Ant. of Syr. To me she speaks,—she moves me for 
her theme.— 
What, was I married to her in my sleep? 
Or sleep 1 now? and dream, I hear all this > 
What error thus deceives our eyes and ears ? . 
Yet, that the mystery I may explore, 
Ill seem to entertain the fallacy. 
Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 
Dr of Syr. Meaning me? 
Luc. Ay, thee, thou slug ! 
Dr. of Syr. Spread for dinner ! 
c2 
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Ant. of Syr. Am Talive? Am I Antipholis? 
Sleeping or waking ? Mad, or well advis’d? 
Known unto these, yet to myself unknown! 
Fain would I learn from whence these wonders flow : 
But that I almost fear to trace the source, 
So strange is every thing I see and hear. 
Adr, Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye, and weep, 
While man and master laugh my woes to scorn. 
Come, sir, to dinner :—Dromio, keep the gate : 
Husband, 171] dine above with you to-day, 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 
Sirah, if any ask you for your master, 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter. 
Come, sister:—Dromio, play the porter well. 
[Hweunt ApRianA, ANTIPHOLIs of Syracuse, 
and Luciana. 

Dr. of Syr. Spread for dinner! 1 am afraid, I shall 
Be somewhat awkward, as [ am nof well 
Acquainted with the customs of the house: 

Though, I suppose, they ’ll be so courteous 

To teach a new-comer. Ay, there they go,— 

The house with the green doors,—and have taken 
My master with ’em; I must follow.—Sure, 

We are in the land of fairies, and converse 

‘With sprites and goblins. I wish they may n’t have 
Infected my poor master; for, even now, 

He swore to a discourse, I held with him 

Here on the mart; when, I can swear, I was 
Talking to the strong box yonder at the Centaur.— 
Mighty cdd all this !— 

Howe’cr, my comfort is that, whatsoe’er 

Mischief we light on, the master takes place 

Of the servant, and must fall into it first. [ Exit. 


END OF ACT fl, 
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-A CT II. 


SCENE I. 


A Street, with the House of Antipholis of Ephesus. 


Enter AntipHo.ts of Ephesus, ANGELO, and Dromio 
of Ephesus.. 


Ant. of Eph. Goop Signor Angelo, you must ex- 
cuse me 5 
My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours : 
Say, that I linger’d with you at your shop, 
To see the making of her bracelet, 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home.. 
~ But here’s a villain that would face me down,, 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg’d him with a thousand marks in gold; 
And that 1 did deny my wife and house. 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this? 
Dr. of Eph. Say. what you will, sir; but I know 
what I know :. 
That you beat me at the mart, I have the marks to 
witness. 

Ant. of Eph. Silence, thou sot; or I shall sober thee. 
You ’re sad, Signor Angelo: ’pray heaven, our cheer 
may answer my good-will, and your good weleome.— 
But soft, my door is lock’d:. Sirrah, ring the bell. 

Dr. of Eph. { Rings.|] Q, he’s alittle soberer, and 
he does know his own house now. 

Ant. of Eph. Will they not hear? 

Dr. of Eph. In good truth, I think, they will not. 
My mistress, sure, means to be quits with you, 
master: you denied her a while ago, and now, she’s 
determin’d to deny you. 

c3 
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nt. of Eph. Have done, thou varlet. Call to 
them ; bid them let us in. 

Dr. of Eph. Maud,’ Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gil- 
lion, Madge ! 

Dr. of Syr. (Within.] Mome,. malt- horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, patch!—Dost thou conjure for 
wenches, that thou call’st for such store, when one 
is one too many ?—Go, get thee from the gate. 

Dr. of Eph. What pateh i is made our porter ?—My 
master stays in the street. 

Dr. of Syr. [Within.] Let him walk from whence 
he came; lest he catch cold in his feet. 

Ant. of Eph. Who taiks within there ?>—Hoa, open 
the door. 

Dr. of Syr. [Within.] Right, sir:—1’ll tell you 
when, an you'll tell me wherefore. 

Ant. of Eph. What art thou, there, that keep’st 
me from mine own house? 

Dr. of Syr. The porter, sir, ag my name is Dro- 
mio. 

Dr. of Eph. O, villain, thou hast stole hoth mine 
office and my name. 

Bridget. [Within.] Why, what:a coil is there!— 
Dromic, who are those at the door? 

Dr. of Eph. Let my master in, Bridget. 

Bridget. [Within.] Peace, fool! my master’s here 
already. 

Ant. of Eph. Do you hear, you minion? You’l 
let us in, I trow. 

‘Bridget. (Within. | Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Dr. of Eph. Master, knock at the door hard. 

Dr. of Syr. f Within.] Let him knock, till it ake. 

Adriana, [Within.] Who is at the gate, that keeps 
all'this noise? 

Ant. of Eph. Are you there, wife? You might 
have come before. 

Adr. [Within.] Your wife, sir knave!—Go, get 
you from the gate. 
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Ant. of Eph. Get from the gate! What means this 
saucy language? 
There ’s something more in this.—Why, Adriana ! 

Adr. {Within.] Hence, you familiar coxcomb ! 

Cease your noise ; 
Or you shall dearly pay for all this outrage.— 
Dromio, be sure, you keep fast the doors against ’em. 

Ant. of Eph. Why, wife, I say,— 

Dr. of Syr. [ Within. ] She ’s gone back to dinner, 
sir, to take a refreshing cup; and has no time to an- 
swer idle questions now. 

Ant. of Eph. Now, on my soul, some strange 

mysterious guile 
Lurks underneath this unaccustom’d usage: 
Some shameful minion here is entertajn’d. 

Ang. Have patience, sir: O, let it not be thus; 

Herein you war against your reputation, 

And draw within the compass of suspect 

Th’ inviolated honour of your wife. 

Your long experience of her wisdom, sir, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead, on her part, some cause to you unknown; 

And, doubt it not, but she will well excuse 

Why, at this time, the doors are barr’d against you. 
Ant. of Eph. Shall Ibe thus shut forth from my 

own house, 

While they are revelling to my dishonour ? 

Go, fetch an instrument: Ill break the door, 

Shatter it all to pieces, but 1 ll enter. 

Ang. Be rul’d by me: depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tiger go to dinner ; 

And, about evening, come yourself alone, 
To know the reason of this strange restraint. 
If by strong hand you offer to break in, 
Now, in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that supposed, by the common rout, 
Against your yet ungalled estimation, 
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That may with foul intrusion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 
For slander lives ev’n to posterity, 
For ever hous’d, when once it gets possession. 
Ant. of Eph. You have prevail’d: I will depart in 
uiet ; 
And, in despite of wrath, try to be merry. 
1 know a wench of excellent discourse, 
Pretty and witty; wild, and yet right gentle; 
There will we dine: This woman that I mean, 
My wife,—but, I protest, without desert,— 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withall : 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the jewel; by this, I guess, ’t is made ; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; 
For there’s the house; and there will I bestow it, 
Be it for nothing but to spite my. wife, 
Upon mine hostess. Good sir, use despatch. 
Ang. 1’ilmeet you at that place some hour, sir, 
hence. [Eat ANGELO. 
Ant. of Eph. 1 thank you, sir——And now, my 
dainty wife, 
Checking my rage, I'll leave you to your follies 
Some few short hours: enjoy them while you may ; 
Perchance, to-morrow you may rue your jest. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II, 
A Garden. 


AnTipHoLis of Syracuse, Aprians, Luciana, and 
Hernia, discovered. 


Adr. Why, why was I to this keen mock’ry born? 
How at your hands have I deserv’d this coldness? 
In sooth, you do me wrong: There was a time 
When I believ’d, so fond was my credulity, 
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The sun was scarce so true unto the day, 

As you to me. 
Ant. of Syr. I would some friendly light 

Might chase away the mist that clouds our fancies, 

And give this dream a meaning !—True, I see 

These beauteous bowers, in nature’s fragrance rich; 

Behold the painted children of her hand, 

Flaunting in gay luxuriance all around; 

,1 see imperial, Phoebus’ trembling beam 

/ Dance on the curly brook; whose gentle current 
 Glides imperceptibly away, scarce staying 

To kiss th’ embracing bank, 
Adr. So glides away 

Thy hasty love,—O, apt allusion !— 

And mocks my constant and attentive care, 

That seeks in vain to keep it. 
Luc. Dearest brother, 

Why turn on me your eyes ?—regard my sister, 

Who with such earnest suit solicits you 

To heal her wounded peace. 
Adr. It cannot be, 

Bat that some frenzy hath possest his mind, 

Else could he not with cold indifference hear 

His Adriana pleading. Musick’s voice 

O’er such entranced dispositions 

Hath oft’ a magick power, and can recall 

The wand’ring faculties. Good cousin Hermia, 

Assay those melting strains, wherewith, thoutold’st me, 

Forsaken Julia labour’d to retrieve 

Lysander’s truant heart. 


[Hernia sings a Song.] 


Adr. Sister, there is some magick in thine eye, 
That hath infected his: Perchance, to thee 
He may unfold the source of his distemp’rature : 
For me, no longer will I sue for that 
My right may claim: loose infidelity 
And lawless passion have estrang’d his soul.. 
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Yet, think, my husband, could’st thou bear the like ? 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should’st thou but hear, I were licentious ! 
Would’st thou not scoff at me, and spurn me from 
thee? 
Or hurl the name of husband in my face, 
And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot brow? 
Yea, from my false hand cut the wedding ring, 
And break it with a deep divorcing vow ? 
i know thou canst; and therefore, see, thou do it. 
I am possess’d with an adulterate blot; 
For, 1f we two be one, and thou play false, 
I do digest the poison of thy crimes, 
Being strumpeted by thy contagion : Ms 
Preserve then equal league with thy true bed; 
Keep me unstain’d, thou undishonour’d live. 
[Exeunt ADRIANA and Herma. 
Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s effice ? Shall, Antipholis, 
Ev’n in the spring of love, thy passion fade ? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth,, 
Then, for her wealth’s sake, use her with more kind- 
Nessie ee 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it in secret; : 
Let not my sister read it in your eye, 
Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator: 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyal ty, 
Apparel vice like virtue’s harvinger. 
Ant. of ae toe ow, by the air we breathe, I vow, 
sweet lady, 
My senses are all smother’d up in wonder ; 
All but my sight: with that, methinks, 1 view 
An angel pleading; and while, thus delighted, 
I may peruse the graces of that brow, 
Y will not wish the mystery unfolded ; 
But to your chidings pay submissive awe, 
As to a holy mandate: Speak, speak on. 
Luc, Be secret false: Why need she be acquainted? 
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What simple thief brags of his own bad deeds ? 
’T is double wrong, to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in your looks at board: 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 
And call my sister, wife; comfort her, cheer her ; 
°T is holy sport to be a little false, 
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant. of Syr. Sweet mistress,—let me call you by 
that name,— 
Teach me, O, teach me how to think, and answer; 
Lay open to my shallow gross conceit 
The folded meaning of your sugar’d words. 
Against my soul’s pure truth, why labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown path? 
Are you agoddess? Would you new-create me? 
Transform me then, and to your power Ill yield: 
But, if lam Antipholis, I swear, 
Your weeping sister is no wife to me: 
O, no! to you alone my soul inclines ; 
Then train me not, swect mermaid, with thy voice, 
To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears. 
Sing, syren, for thyself, and I willdote: [Kneels. ] 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy glossy locks, 
And, as a bed, [ll take thee; there 1 ’ll lie, 
And, in that glorious supposition, think, 
He gains by death, that hath such means to die. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reason thus? 
Ant. of Syr. Not mad,—enchanted ; how, I donot 
know. 
Luc, It is a fault that springeth from your eye. 
Ant. of Syr. From gazing on your dazzling beams, 
fair sun. 
Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear 
your sight. 
Ani. of Syr. As good to wink, sweet love, as look 
on darkness. TERS 
Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my sister so. 
Ant. of Syr. Thy sister’s sister. 
Luc. That’s my sister, 
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Ant. of Syr. No; 
It is thyself, my own self’s better half, 
My eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim. 
Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 
Ant. of Syr. Call thyself sister, sweet; for thee I 
mean : 
Thee will I love, with thee would spend my days : 
Give me thy hand. 
Luc. O, soft, sir; hold you still: 
Ill seek my sister, to get her consent ; 
If she approve, I shall accord, no doubt. 
{ Eat Luciana. 
Ant. of Syr. O, subtle power! O, soil too capable! 
Scarce had her sun of beauty warm’d my heart, 
When the gay flower of love, disclosing fragrance, 
Sprung up at once, and blossom’d to perfection, 
Ere well the bud was seen.— 


Enier Dromio of Syracuse. 

Why, how now, Dromio? 
Where run’st thou so fast ? 

Dr. of Syr. Do you know me, sir? Am I Dromio? 
Am ITyour man? Am I myself? 

Ant. of Syr. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, 
thou art thyself. ; 

Dr. of Syr. 1am an ass, 1am a woman’s man, and 
beside myself. 

Ant. of Syr. What woman’s man? and how beside 
thyself? 

Dr. of Syr. Marry, sir, beside myself, Iam due to 
a woman; one that claims me, one that haunts me, 
one that will have me. 

Ant. of Syr. What claim Jays she to thee? 

Dr. of Syr. Marry, sir, such claim as you would 
lay to your horse. 

Ant. of Syr. What is she? 

Dr. of Syr. A very reverend body; and, though t 
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have but lean luck in the match, yet she is a wondrous 
fat marriage: Sir, she’s the kitchen-wench, all grease; 
and I know not what use to put her to, but to make 
a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. 

Ant. of Syr. 1711 warrant, the rags, and the tallow 
in them, will burn a Poland winter. 

Dr. of Syr. They would, indeed, sir: to conclude 5 
this drudge laid claim to me, call’d me Dromio, swore 
I was betroth’d to her, told me what secret marks I 
had about me; as the marks on my shoulder, the 
mole in my neck, the great wart on my left arm; that 
J, amaz’d, ran from her, asa witch: and, I think, 
if my breast had not been made of faith, and my 
heart of steel, she would have transform’d me toa 
curtal-dog, and made me turn in the wheel. 

Ant. of Syr. Sure, none but witches can inhabit 

here ; 
And therefore ’t is high time that we were hence. 
Go, hie thee presently, post to the road ; 
And, if the wind blow any way from shore, 
[ will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk, *till thou return to me. 

Exit Anripnotts of Syracuse. 

Dr. of Syr. As from a bear a man would run for life, 

So I from her, that swears she is my wife. - [Ezit. 


SCENE III. 
The Street, with the House of Antipholis of Ephesus. 


Enter Antipnouts ef Syracuse, from the House of 
. ANTIPHOLIs of Ephesus, meeting ANGELO with a 
Bracelet. 
Ang. Master Antipholis,— 
Ant. of Syr. Ay, that’s my name. 
Ang. 1 know it well, sir :—Lo, here is the brace- 
et :— 
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I thought to have ta’en you at the Porcupine: 
It being unfinish’d, made my stay thus long. 
Ant. of Syr. What is your will that I should do. 
with this? 
Ang. Ew’n what you please, sir: I have made it 
for you. 
Ani. of Syr. Made it for me, sir! a never once be- 
spoke it. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, you 
have. 
Go home with it, and please your wife withall : 
About your supper-time I'l visit you, 
And then receive my money for the bracelet. 
Ant. of Syr. I pray you, sir, since you will force it 
on me, 
Receive the money now ; 
For fear you ne’er see that, or jewel, more. 
Ang. You eee eae mots sir :—Fare you well. 
(Bait ANGELO. 
Ant. of Sur. Wonder on wonder rises every mo-- 
ment! 
What I should think of this, 1 cannot tell: 
However strange, here on my arm {Il wear it, 
Preserve it safe, as fortune’s happy pledge : 
Oft’ as [look on it, Ill heave a sigh, 
And say, the self-same hour that gave thee to me, 
Gave me to gaze on Luciana’s eyes : 
So will I make a profit of a chance, 
And treasure up.a comfort in affliction, 
Unwillingly I vo: my wounded soul, 
Howe’er from Ephesus my body part, 
Lingers behind in Luciana’s heart. {Ewxit. 


END OF ACT Ill. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE Tf. 


The Mart. 


Enter ANGELO, Cuanzs, and an Officer.. 


Cha. You know, since Pentecost the sum is due 5 
And, since, I have not much importun’d you: 
Nor had I now, sir, but that ] am bound 
To Persia, and want guilders for my voyage: 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 
Or I attach you by this officer. \ 
Ang. Ev’n just the sum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me from Antipholis ; 
And, in the instant that I met with you, 
He had of me a bracelet : at five o’clock, 
I shall receive the money for the same: 
Please you but walk with me down to his house, 
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 
Of. That labour you may spare; see where he 
comes. 
Enter Antipoosis of Ephesus, and Dromio of 
Ephesus. 


Ant. of Eph. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, 
go thou 
And buy a rope’s-end: that will I bestow 
Among the base confederates of my wife, 
For locking me out of my doors to-day.— 
But soft, I see the goldsmith :—Get thee gone 
To buy the rope, and bring it home to me.— 
[Exit Dromto of Ephesus, 
A man is well holp up, that trusts to you: 
I promis’d me your presence, and the bracelet ; 
But neither that, nor goldsmith, came to me. 
D2 
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Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the note 
How much your jewel weighs, to th’ utmost carat. 
‘The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion, 
Make it amount to three odd ducats, more 
Than I stand *debted to this gentleman: 

I pray you, see him presently discharg’d ; 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant. of Eph. I am not furnish’d with the sum about 
me ; 

Besides, I have some business in the town. 

Good signor, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the bracelet: Bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof : 

Perchance, I will be there as soon as you. 

ng. Then you will bring the bracelet there your- 

self? 

Ant. of Eph. No, do you bear it; lest I come not 

time enough. 

Ang. Well, sir, I will then:—Have you it about 

ou? 

aa Eph. Anif Ihave not, sir, [hope you have; 
‘Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the jewel: 
Doth wind and tide stay for the gentleman, 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 
Ant. of Eph. I guess, you use this dalliance, to 
excuse 
Your breach of promise at the Porcupine: 
I should have chid you for not bringing it ; 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Cha. The hour steals on: I pray you, sir, despatch. 

Ang. You hear how he importunes me:—The 

bracelet—— 

Ant. of Eph. Why, give it to my wife; and fetch 

your money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even 

now : 
Or give it me, or send me by some token. 
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Ant. of Eph. Fy! now you run this humour out of 
breath : 
Come, where is it? I pray you, let me see it. 
Cha. My business cannot brook this dalliance.. 
Good sir, say, if you “I] answer me, or no; 
If not, Ill leave him to the officer. 
Ant, of Eph. I answer you !—What should I answer 
ou 
Ang The money that you owe me for the bracelet.. 
Ant. of Eph. Lowe you none, ’till I receive the 
bracelet. 
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour since.. 
“Ani. of Eph. You gave me none: you wrong me 
much, to say so. 
Ang. You wrong me more,-sir,. in denying ‘it : 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. 
Cha. Well, officer,. arrest him at my suit. 
Off. Ido; und charge you, in the duke’s name, to: 
obey me. 
Ang. "This touches me, sir, in my reputation 5: 
Either consent to pay the sum for me,, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 
Ant. of Eph. Consent to pay for what I never had! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow,. if thou dar’st.. 
Ang. Here is thy fee: arrest him, officer: 
T would not spare my brother in this case, 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 
Off. I do arrest you, sir: You hear the suit. 
Ant. of Eph. I do obey thee, ’till I give thee bail :: 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 
Ang. Sir, sir, I ‘shall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Dr. of Syr. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum;. 
That stays but “till her ow ner comes aboard ; 
Then, sir, she bears away. Our fraughtage, sit, 
- Lhave convey’d aboard ; and I have bought 
Dd 
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The oil, the balsamum, and aqua vite : 
The ship is in her trim, the merry wind 
Blows fair from land, they stay for naught at all, 
But for the owner, master, ard yourself. 
Ant. of Eph. How now, madman? Why, thou 
peevish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me? 

Dr. of Syr. A ship, you sent me to, sir, to hire 

waftage. 

Ant. of Eph. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for 

a rope 5 
And told thee to what purpose, and for whom. 
Dr. of Syr. You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 
Ant. of Eph. I will debate the matter at more 
leisure, 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That ’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestiy, 
‘There is a purse of ducats; let her send it: 
Tell her, J am arrested in thie street, 
And that shall bail me. ~—Hie thee, slave, begone.— 
On, officer, to prison, *till he comes. 
[ Exeunt ANTIPHOLIs of Ephesus, ANGELO, 
Cuarss, and Officer. 

Dr. of Syr. To Adriana’s |—that is, where we din’d. 
Go there again?—Surely my poor master’s mind is 
strangely alter’d:—But now, he sent me to seek a 
vessel ; and swore, he would not stay an hour longer: 
now he denies it all; and rather seems inclin’d to take 
up his abode here; for, upon the strength of one visit 
only, he has got the key of Adriana’s treasure, I see ; 
and sends for her ducats as familiarly as he would for 
his own :—Then, how he should come arrested |— 
I’li venture, however, to her house once more, and 
get the money for him; if that Blowzabel, who 
claim’d me for her husband, does not set her kitchen- 
stuff countenance in my way, and fright me from my 
purpose, | Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


A Room in the House of Antipholis of Ephesus, 
Enter Aprrana and Luctana. 


Adr. What, Luciana, did he tempt thee so? 
Might’st thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest? Didst thou mark, 
Look’d he or pale or red, or sad or — 
What observation, tell me, could’st thou make 
Of his heart’s meteors. tilting in his face ? 
Luc. First, he denied you had in him a right. 
Adr. He meant, he did me none: the more my 
wrong. 
Luc. Then, swore he that he was a stranger here. 
Adr. And true he swore; though yet forsworn he be. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr, What said he then? , 
Luc. That love I begg’d for you, he begg’d of me. 
Adr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 
Luc. With words that in an honest suit might move: 
First, did he praise my beauty, then my speech. 
Adr. Didst speak him fair? 
Luc. Have patience, I beseech you. 
Adr. I cannot, nor [ will not, hold me still ; 
‘My tongue, though not my heart, must have its. scope. 
-O, he is shapeless, crooked, old and seer, 
Vicious, ungentle, foolish, ‘rude, unkind, 
Deform’d in person, more deform’d in soul ! 
Luc. Yet do not give sach way to your affliction ; 
But call your better reason to your aid : 
O, did my brother’s mind but mate his person, 
Were but his conduct graceful as his visage, 
What woman might with Adriana boast 
So vast a fund of hymeneal bliss ! 
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Trust then to time, and fault-repairing wisdom, 
To change his mind; nor soil, with partial breath, 
A form in nature’s fairest colours drest. 

Adr. O, but I think him better than I say, . 
And wish him kind and fair to me alone : 
Thus, lapwing like, far from my nest I cry, 
To puzzle and mislead intruding eyes 
That seek to rob me of my treasur’d bliss. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 
Dr. of Syr.. Here, go::—The desk,—the purse :— 


now, make haste. 
Luc. How hast thou. lost thy. breath ? 
Dr. of Syr. By runniag fast. 
Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he well? 
Dr. of Syr. No, he ’s in Tartar-limbo,—a devil hath: 
him,. 
One whose hard heart is button’d' up with steel;. 
A fiend, a fury, pitiless and rough ; 
A back friend; one that commands 
The passages of alleys,. creeks and lanes. 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 
Dr. of Syr. ido not know the matters. but he is. 
arrested. 
Adr. Arrested he is:?——Tell me,. at whose suit ? 
Dr. of Syr. 1do not know at whose suit he is arrest-. 
ed, but arrested he is: and his suit to youis, that 
you will send him, mistress, redemption, the money 
in his.desk. \ 
Adr. Go fetch it, sister.——. [Eat Luctana,. 
This I wonder at ; 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt. 
Tell me, was he arrested on » bond? 
Dr. of Syr. No,,on the mart.—Come, ’t is time 
that I were gone. 
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Enier Luctana, witha Purse. 


Adr. Go, Dromio; there’s the money; bear it 
straight ; 
And bring thy master home immediately. 
[Exit Dromto of Syracuse, 

Yet, wherefore bring him home, since he has lost 
All token of regard, and slights the place, 
Where once, he nad, his every comfort dwelt ? 
Why should I wish him here? and yet, without him, 
What is this home to me! 

Luc. Some vague conceit, 
The phantom of the moment, hath possess’d him : 
It will away as soon. 

Adr. ’Pray heaven, it may; 
For, ’till he shake it off, no mate have [, 
But jealous doubt, or dark despondency. [Ezeunt. 


SCENE III, 
The Mart. 


Enter AntipHotts of Syracuse, with the Bracelet on 
lus Arm. 


Ant. of Syr. There’s not aman I meet, but doth 
salute me, 

As if J were his well-acquainted friend : 
And every one doth call me by my name : 
Some tender money to me, some invite me, 
Some offer me commodities to buy; 
While others give me thanks for kindnesses : 
Ev’n now, a tailor call’d me in. his shop, 
And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 
And therewithall took measure of my body : 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 
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Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Dr. of Syr. Master, here’s the gold, you sent me 
for.—W hat, have you got rid of the fiend ? 

Ant. of Syr. What gold is this?—What fiend dost 
thou mean ? 

Dr. of Syr. He that came behind you, sir, like an 
evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant. of Syr. I understand thee not. 

Dr. of Syr. No?—why, ’t is plain enough. The 
man, sir, that, when gentlemen are tir’d, gives them 
a fob, and rests them : He, sir, that takes pity on 
decay’d men, and gives them suits of durance. 

Ant. of Syr. Mean’st thou an officer? 

Dr. of Syr. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band; he 
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks his 
bond: One that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, Eleaven send you good rest ! 

- Ant. of Syr. Well, sir, there rest your foolery.—Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night? May we be gone? 

Dr. of Syr. Why, sir, I brought you word, an hour 
since, that the bark, Expedition, puts forth to-night ; 
and then were you hinder’d by the sergeant, to tarry 
for the hoy, Delay. Here are the angels that you 
sent for, to deliver you. 

Ant. of Syr. The fellow is distract, and soam I; 
And here we wander in illusion: 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence! 


Enter Lisspia. 


Les. Well met, well met, master Antipholis. 
Isee, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 
Is this the bracelet you promis’d me to-day ? 
Ant. of Syr. What more temptations ? 
Mistress, you do impeach your modesty, 
Here in the street, thus to commit yourself 
Into the hands of one who knows you not. 
Les. Not know me?—How?-—-Am I not Lesbia? 
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And are not you Antipholis >—Nay, jest not: 
Return with me, and we will mend our cheer. 
Ant. of Syr. Have you no bashfulness? no sense of 
shame ? 
No touch of modesty? Why will you tear 
Ungentle words from my reluctant tongue ? 

Les. I would not do so, good Antipholis ; 
I do but ask for what you promis’d me. 

Ant. of Syr. I promis’d thee? 

Les. Ay, as we sat at dinner. 

Ant. of Syr. Ine’er beheld thy face, until this instant, 

Les. And told’st me that thy wife—— 

Ant. of Syr. My wife ?—thou sorceress ! 

Dr. of Syr. Master, you certainly have been married, 
And have forgot it. 

Les. Say, did you not, Antipholis? 

Ant. of Syr. I tell thee, no. 

Les. Nor take my ring? 

Ant. of Syr. No, no; nor comprehend 
What thy false tongue hath utter’d. Dromio, 
Follow me to our inn: I will not stay, 

Nor longer listen to thy sorceries. 
(Evit AntipHorts of Syracuse, Laspia 
following him. 

Dr. of Syr. [Draws his Sword.] No, you don’t :— 
Here ’s my charm against witches. Mistress, it is 
written that evil spirits appear to men like angels of 
light: Light is an effect of fire, and fire will burn ; 
ergo, light wenches will burn; therefore we will- not 
trust ourselves near you. [Exit Dromtio of Syracuse. 

Les. Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad ; 

Else would he never so demean himself. 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty dueats ; 

And, for the same he promis’d me a bracelet : 
Both one and other he denies me now. 

What then remains? What measures shall [ take ? 
My way is, straight to hie me to his house, 

And tell his wife that, being lunatick, 
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He rush’d into my house, and took, perforce, 
My ring away: This course I fittest choose, 
To right myself against this madman’s wrong. 
[Exit 


SCENE IV. 


A Sireet. 
Enter AntipHoLts of Ephesus, and Officer. 


Ant. of Eph. Fear me not, man; I will not break 
away: 
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as J am ’rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 
And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
That I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 
I tell you, will sound harshly in her ears. 
Here comes my man; | think, he brings me money. 


Enter Dronito of Ephesus, with a Rope. 


Ant. of Eph. How now, sir, have you that I sent _ 
you for? 

Dr. of Eph. Here’s that, I’ll warrant you, will 
pay them all. 

Ant. of Eph. But, where ’s the money? 

Dr. of Eph. Why, sir, I gave ue money for the 
rope. 

Ant. of Eph. Five hundred ducats villain, for a 
rope? 

Dr. of Eph. Ill serve you, sir, Rive thousand at 
that rate. 

Ant. of Eph. To what end did I bid thee hie thee 
hence ? 

Dr. of Eph. Yo a rope’s end, sir; and to that end 
am | Pa d. 

Ant. of Eph, And to that end, sir, will i welcome 
you, [ Beats him.] 
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Off. Good sir, ‘be patient. 

Dr. of Eph. Nay, ’t is for me to be patient; I am 

in adversity. 

Off. Good now, ‘hold thy tengue. 

Dr. of Eph. Nay, rather, persuade him to hold his 

hands. 

Ant. of Eph. Thou stupid senseless villain! 

Dr. of Eph. I would 1 were senseless, sir, that I 
might not feel your blows. 

Ant. of Eph. Thou art sensible in nothing, but 
blows, and so is an ass. 

Dr. of Eph. J am an ass, mdeed ; you may prove it 
by my endurance. | have serv’d him from the hour 
of my nativity to this instant, and have had nothing at 
his hands for my service, but blows: When I am cold, 
he heats me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools 
me with beating: I am wak’d with it, when I sleep ; 
rais’d with it, when I sit; driven out of doors with it, 
when I go abroad ; welcom’d home with it, when I 
return; nay, | bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar 
does her brat: and, I think, when he hath lam’d 
me, I shall beg with it from door to door. 

Ant. of Eph. Well, we ’ll along.—My wife is coming 

yonder. 


Enter Apriana, Luciana, Lespia, Dr. Prxcn and 
his Servants. 


Dr. of Eph. Mistress, respice finem, respect your 
end :—or rather, the prophecy, like the parrot, beware - 
of the rope’s end. 

Ant, of Eph. Wilt thou still prate? art thou not 

_ quieted ? 

Then take thou.that, and that. [ Beats him. } 

Off. Good sir, be patient. 

Les. How say you now? Is not your husband 

mad ? 

Adr. His ineivility confirms no less. 

‘Good Doctor Pinch, you are a skilful man ; 
B 
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Establish him in his true sense again, 
And I wilt-pay you what I have i’ the world. 
Luc. Alas! how firy and how fierce he looks ! 
Les. Mark, how he trembles in his ecstacy ! 
_' Pinch. Give ‘me your hand, and let me: feel your 
ulse. 
Ant. of Eph. Thereg is my hand, and let it feel your 
- ear. [Strekes him.] 
Pinch. I charge thee, devil, hous’d within this. man, 
Civilly yield Ron of my patient ; 
Or I shall play the devil with thee straight. 
Ant. of Eph. Peace, doting wizard, peace! I am 
not mad. 
Adr, Oh, that thou wert not, poor distracted soul! 
Ant. of Eph. You minion, you, are these your 
‘customers ? 
Did this companion, with the saffron face, 
Revel and feast it at my board to-day, 
While upon me the guilty doors were shut, 
And [ denied to enter in my house ? 
Adr. O, husband, heaven doth know, you din’d 
at home ; 
Where, ’would you had remain’d until this time, 
Free from these slanders, and this open shame. 
Ant. of Eph. I din’d at home !—Thou villain, what 
say’st thou? 
Dr. of Eph. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at 
home. 
Ant. of Eph. Were not my doors lock’d up, and I 
shut out ? 
Dr. of Eph. In sooth, your doors were lock’d, and 
you shut out. 
Ant. of Eph. And did not she herself revile me 
there ? 
Dr. of Eph. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you 
there. 
Ant. of Eph. And did not I, in rage, dpa from 
thence? 
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Dr. of Eph. In verity, you did: my bones: bear 
witness,. 
That since have felt the vigour of your rage: 
Adr. Is *t good, to sooth him in these contrari ics ? 
Pinch. It is no blame; the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
And. of Eph. Fhou hast suborn’d the se cereal to 
arrest me. 
Adr. Alas! 1 sent you money, to redeem you;, 
By Dremio here, who came in haste for it. 
Dr. of Eph. Money by me !—Heart and good-will’ 
you might ; 
But surely, master,. not a doit of money. 
Ant.of Eph. Went’st thou not to her for a purse’: 
of ducats ?: 
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 
Luc. And I am: witness with her, that she did. 
Dr. of Eph. Heaven, and the rope- maker, can bear 
me witness, 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope. 
Pinch. Mistress, both man and master are possess’d; 
} know it by their pale and deadly looks: 
They must be bound, and laid in some dark room: 
Ant. of Eph. Say, wherefore didst thou lock. me 
forth to-day? 
And why dost thou deny: the bag of gold ? 
Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
Dr. of Eph. And, gentle master, I receiv’dno gold: 
But I can swear, sir, that we were lock’d out. 
Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false. in 
both. : 
Ant. of Eph. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in 
all, 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me: 
But with these nails I'll pluck out those false eyes _ 
That would behold me in this- shameful sort. 
E 2 
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adr. O! hold him, hold him, let him not come 
near me. . {Servants seize him.] 
Pinch. More company !—the fiend is strong within 


im. 

Ant. of Eph. What, will you murder me ?—Thou 

officer, 

, £m thy prisoner: Wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue? 

Off. Masters, let him go: 

Ge is my prisoner, and you shall not hare him. ; 
Pinch. Go, bind that man; for he is frantick too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer ? 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 

Do outrage and displeasure to himself ? 

Off. He is my prisoner ; if I let him go, 

The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 

Adr. Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
klome to thy house.——O'! most unhappy day! 
Ant. of Eph. O! most unhappy strumpet ! 


[Exeunt Servants, forcing off ANTIPHOLIS 
7 Ephesus, and Dromio of Ephesus, 
ollowed. by: Dr. Pincu. 


Ady, I will discharge thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 
But say, whose suit is he arrested at? 
Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith: do you know him? 
Adr. Iknow the man. What is the sum he owes? 
Off. Two hundred ducats. 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
Off. Due for a bracelet which your husband had. 
Adr. He did bespeak ’t for me, but had it not. 
Les. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring,— 
The ring I saw upon his finger now,— 
Straight after did | meet him with the bracelet. 
Adr. It may beso; but I did never see it. 
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Officer, bring me where the goldsmith is; 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 
[ Noise without.} 
Luc. Heaven, for thy mercy! they are loose again! . 
Adr, And come with naked swords. 
Let ’s call more help, to have ’em bound again. 
Off. Away! they ’Il kill us! [ Exeunt, 


Enter Antreuo.is of Syracuse and Dromio of 
Syracuse, with drawn Swords. 


Dr. of Syr. She that would be your wife, now ran 

from you. 

Ant. of Syr. Come to the Centaur; fetch your stuff 

from thence : 
I Jong that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dr. of Syr. Faith, stay here this night; they will 
surely do us no harm: You saw, they spake us fair, 
gave us gold: Methinks, they are such a gentle nation, 
that, but for the mountain of mad flesh who claims 
marriage of me, I could find in my heart to stay here 
still, and turn witch myself. 

Ant. of Syr. I will not stay, to-night, for all the. 

town ; 
So many, and such strange events pursue me. . 
°T is madness all: and I begin to doubt: 
That even love and beauty are but snares, . 
To plunge my soul in yet severer cares. [ Exeunt, 


END. OF ACTIV, 


ES 
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Ar GcBe ¥, 
SCENE I. 


A Street before a Priory. 
Enter ANGELO and CHARES, 


ee I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you : 
But, I protest, he had the jewel of me; 
: Though most dishonestly he did deny it. 
Cha. How is the man esteem’d here in the city? 
Ang. Of very reverend estimation, sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 
Second to none that lives within our walls : 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Cha. Speak softly; yonder, as I think, he comes. 
Ang. ’T is so; and that same_bracelet on his arm, 
Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 
‘vood sir, draw near to me: I ’ll speak to him. 


Enter AntIPHOLIS of Syracuse, and Dromio of 
Syracuse. 


Signor Antipholis, I wonder much 
‘That you would put me to this shame and trouble, ~ 
And not without some scandal to yourself, 
With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This bracelet, which you wear so openly. 
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 
‘You have done wrong to this my honest friend ; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, 
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day. 
This jewel you had of me: Can you deny it? 
Ant. of Syr. I know, I had: I never did deny it. 
Cha, Yes, that you did, sir; and forswore it too. 
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Ant. of Syr. Who heard me to deny, or to for- 
swear it ? 
Cha. ‘These ears of mine, thou knowest well, did 
hear thee. 
Fy on thee, wretch! *t is pity, that thou liv’st, 
To walk where any honest men resort. 
» Ant. of Syr. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus: 
I’ll prove mine honour and mine honest 
Against thee, with my life, if thou dar’st stand it. 
{ Draws.] 
Cha. [Draws.] I dare, and do defy thee for a 


villain. 


Enter Apriana, Luciana, Lespra, and Doctor 
Pincy’s Servants. 


Adr. Hold! hurt him not, for heaven’s sake: he’s 
mad. 
Dr. of Syr. Run, master, run, for heaven’s sake: 
take house : 
This is some priory ;—in, or we are spoil’d. 
[ Exeunt into the Priory, 
Adr. Pursue them, I beseech ye :—bring them back. 


Enter the Abbess and two Sisters, from the Priory. 


Abbess. Be quiet, people! wherefore throng ye 

hither? 

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 

Cha. I’m sorry now, that I did draw upon him. 

Abbess. How long hath this possession held the 

man? 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, and sad, 
And much, much different from the man he was ; 
But, ’till this afternoon, his fatal passion 
Ne’er broke into extremity of rage. 
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Abbess. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at 
sea? 
Buried some deat friend ?. Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love? 
A sin, prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing !— 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to? 
Adr. To none of them, except it be the last 5 
Namely, some love that drew him oft from home. 
Abbess. You should for that have reprehended him. 
Adr. Why, so I did. 
Abbess. Ay, but not rough enough. 
Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 
dbbess. Haply, in private. 
Adr. And in assemblies too. 
Abbess. Ay, but not enough. 
Ady. It was the copy of our conference : 
In bed he slept not, for my urging it; 
At board he fed not, for my urging it; 
Alone, it was the subject of my theme; 
In company, I often glane’d at it ; 
Still did I tell him, it was vile and base. 
Abbess. And therefore came it that the man was 
mad. 
The venom’d clamours of a eubae woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 
It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing; 
And therefore comes it that his head is light : 
Thou say’st, his meat was saue’d with thy upbraidings; 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions : 
Thereof the raging fire of fever’s bred : 
And what ’s a fever, but a fit of madness? 
Thou say’st, his sports were hinder’d with thy brawls ; 
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue, 
But moody, mopish, and dull melancholy, 
Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ? 
“And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 
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The consequence is then, thy jealousies 
Have scar’d thy husband from his better sense. - 
Luc. She never reprehended him but gently, 
When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and wild. 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not ? 
Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof, 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 
Abbess. No, not a creature enters in my house. 
Adr. cre let your servants bring my husband 
forth. 
Abbess. Neither: he took. this place for sanctuary 3 
And it shal] privilege him from your hands, 
*Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lose my labour in essaying it. 
Adr. I will attend my husband; be his nurse, 
Diet his sickness; for itis my office; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 
Abbess. Be patient; for I will not let him stir, 
>Till [ have us’d th’ approved means I know, 
With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To bring him to his former state again. 
It is a branch and parcel of my oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
‘Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 
Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here. 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness, 
To separate the husband and the wife. 
Abbess. Be quiet, and depart: thou shalt not have 
him. 
[ Haxeunt Abbess and Sisters into the Priory. 
Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come then, I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise, untill my prayers and tears 
Have won his grace to come in person hither, 
And take perforce my husband from this abbess. 
Cha. By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Shortly, I’m sure, the duke-himself, in person, 
Comes this way, to the melancholy vale, 
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The place of death, and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. Upon what cause ? 
Cha. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publickly for his offence. 
Ang. See, where they come: We will behold his 
death. 
Luc. Knueel to the duke, before he pass the abbey. 


Enter Duke, ZEGEON in Chains, Executioner, two 
Officers, and Gentlemen. 


' Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die; so much we tender him. 
Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the abbess. 
Duke. She is a virtuous, and a reverend lady ; 

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 
dr. May it please your grace, Antipholis, my 

husband,— 

Whom I made lord of me, and all I had, 

At your important letters,—this ill day 

A most outrageous fit of madness seiz’d him ; 

That desperately he hurried through the street, 

With him his bondman, all as mad as he, 

Doing displeasure to the citizens, 

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 

Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home; 

Whilst, to take order for the wrongs, I went, 

Which here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 

He broke from those who had the guard of him, 

And with his mad attendant, with drawn swords, 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

Chas’d us away; “till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind ’em:. then they fled 
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Into this abbey, whither we pursu’d ’em ; 
But.here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 
And will not suffer us to fetch him out ; 
Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence: 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long since, thy husband serv’d me in my 
wats, 
And I to thee engag’d a’ prince’s word, 
When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 
To do him all the good and grace { could. 
Go, some of ye, knock at the abbey-gate, 
And bid the lady-abbess come to me: 
I will determine this, before I stir. 
[Exit a Gentleman. 
Enter Briperr. 


Brid. O! mistress, mistress, haste and save yourself; 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 

Adr. Peace, fool! thy master and his man are here. 
And that is false, thou dost report to us. 

Brid. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breath’d, almost, since I did see ’em. 

[Noise without. | 
Hark, hark! I hear ’em, mistress: fly! begone! 
{ Exit Bripeer. 

. Duke. Fear nothing; Ill protect you. 

Adr. Ah, me! it is my husband! Witness all, 
That he is borne about invisible ! 
Ev’n now we hous’d him in the abbey there ; 
And now he’s here, past thought of human reason. 


Enter Antirpxois of Ephesus, and Dromto of 
_ Ephesus. 


Ant. of Eph. Justice, most gracious duke, O, grant 
me justice ! 
Ev’n for the service that, long since, I did thee, 
When I bestrode thee in the wars, and took 
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Deep scars to save thy life; ev’n for the blood 

Which then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 
fEgeon. Unless the fear of death doth make me 

dote, 

I see my son Antipholis, and Dromio. 

Ant. of Eph. Justice, sweet prince, against that 
woman there, 

She whom thou gav’st to me tobe my wife ; 

She hath abused and dishonour’d me, 

Ev’n in the strength and height of injury. . 
Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just, 
Ant. of Eph. This day, great duke, she shut the 

doors upon me, 

While she within was feasting with her minions. 
Duke. A grievous fault! Say, woman, didst thouso? 
Adr. No, - my good lord; myself, he, and my sister, 

To-day did dine together: so befall] my soul, 

As that is false, he burdens me withall. 

Luc. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 

But she doth tell your highness simple truth ! 

Ang. O, perjur’d woman! They are both forsworn ; 

In this the madman justly chargeth them ; 

My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 

That he “din? d not at home, but was lock’d out. 
Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this | 

‘J think, you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been. 

You say, he din’d at home: the goldsmith here 

Denies that saying :—Sirrah, what say you? 

Dr. of Eph. Sir, he din’d with her there, at the 
Porcupine. 

Les, He did, and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 

Ant. of Eph. ’T is true, my liege, this ring I had of 
her. 

Duke. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Les. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 

Duke. This is most strange! Go, call the abbess 
hither, [| Extt a Gentleman. 
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égeon. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a 
word : 

Haply, I see a friend, will save my life, 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt. 

Aigeon. is not your name, sir, call’d Antipholis? 

And is not that your bondman, Dromio? 

Ant. of Eph. True, reverend, hapless man, we are 
so call’d. 

fgeon. I am sure, both of ye remember me, 

Ant. of Eph. Remember you! 

figeon. Why look you strange on me? You know 
me well. 

Ant. of Eph. Inever saw you in my life, ’till now. 

#igeon. O! grief hath chang’d me, since you saw 


me last; 

And careful hours, with time’s deforming hand, 
Have written strange defeatures in my face: 
But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. of Eph. Neither. 

fEgeon. Not know my voice? O, time’s extremity, 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue, 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 
_ Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up; 
Yet hath my night of life some memory, 
My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left ; 
All these old witnesses—I cannot err,—, 
Tell me thou art my son, Antipholis. 

Ant. of Eph. I never saw my father in my life. 

4égeon. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know’st we parted: But, perhaps, my son, 
‘Thou sham’st t’ acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant, of Eph. The duke, and all that know me in 

the city, 
F 


ane! 
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Can witness with me, that it is not so: 
I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholis ; 
During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa. 
Isee, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter Gentlemen, Abbess, ANtipHOLIS of Syracuse, 
and Dromio of Syracuse, from the Priory. 


Abbess. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
wrong’d. 
Adr. I see two husbands, or my eyes deceive me. 
Duke. One of these men is genius to the other ! 
But of the two, which is the natural man, 
And which the spirit? Who decyphers them ? 
Ant. of Syr. AXgeon art thou not? 
O, my dear father! who hath bound him thus? 
Abbess. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty. 
Speak, old Aigeon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once call’d A’ milia, 
Who bore thee, at a burden, two fair sons,— 
O! if thou be’st the same AXgeon, speak, 
And speak unto the same Emilia. 
figeon. Amilia! O, support thyself, my soul, 
Till: I, once more, have caught within my arms 
Their long-lest happiness ! . 
familia. Thou art “Egeon, then: I do not dream. 
My husband, take, take my reviving heart, 
Spotless and pure as when it first was thine ; 
Which from the cloister of religious solitude 
No voice, but thine, could ever have recall’d. 
-, Ant. of Syr. If I not interrupt such sacred feelings, 
Thus let me bend, and mingle tears of rapture. 
O, raise, my father, raise your reverend hands, 
And bless your truant son. 
Hageon. My dearest boy ! 
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This is too much :—O, curb thy joys a moment, 
And have compassion on thy father’s weakness. 
But, if my feeble brain deceive me not, 
One anxious question yet remains to ask : 
Heart of my heart, resolve me ; where’s that son,, 
Who floated with thee on the fatal raft? 
Emilia. By men of Epidamnum he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up: 
But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them,, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them | cannot tell; 
I, to this fortune which you see me in. Pateas 
Ant. of Eph. And he reserv’d, to share the happier 
hours 
Of his dear parents, whom, ’till now unknown, 
He greets with nature’s best and fondest feelings. 
Another tie my fortune yet allots, 
And thus I claim it ! 
Ant. of Syr. Welcome, dearest brother ! 
[ They embrace.] 
Both Drom. Welcome, dearest brother ! 
[ They embrace. | 
Ant. of Syr. Ne’er may we feel a separation more! 
Duke. Why here begins his morning story right: 
These plainly are the parents to these children, 
Who thus amazingly are met together. 
Aimilia, Most gracious duke,— ! 
Duke. One moment’s pause, and all your griefs 
shall end. 
Antipholis, thou cam’st from Cerinth first ? 
Ant. of Syr. Not I, my lord; I came from Syracuse. 
Duke. Stay, stand apart: I know not which is 
which. 
Ant, of Eph. Icame from Corinth, my most gracious 
lord. . 
Dr. of Eph. And I with him. 
E2 
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Ant. of Eph. Brought to this town by that right 
famous warrior, 
Duke Minaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
Ang. 'That is the bracelet, sir, you had of me. 
Ant. of Syr. I think it be, sir; I deny it not. 
Ant. of Eph. And you, sir, for the same arrested me. 
4dr, } sent you money, sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio: but, I think, he brought it not. 
Dr. of Eph. No, none by me. 
Ant. of Syr. This purse of ducats I receiv’d for you,. 
And Dromio, my man, did bring em me. 
i see, we still did meet each other’s man, 
And thereupon these errors all arose. 
Dr. of Epk. You see, brother, these wise folks 
can’t blame us in these matters. 
Dr. of Syr. Really, brother, I think not. 
Ant. of Eph. These ducats pawn I for my father 
here. 
Ant. of Syr. It shall not be; I will procure his life, 
To make some small amends for leaving him 
Alone, and friendless. 
Adr, Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 
Ant. of Syr. 1, gentle mistress. 
Ady, Aré you not my husband? 
Ant. of Eph. No; I say, nay to that. 
Ant. of Syr. And so dol: yet she did call me so; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
i hope, F shall have leisure to make good; 
And that the heart, which beats alone for you, 
May, now the mist of error is dispers’d, 
Which made thee fearful for thy virgin fame, 
Obtain a gentle hearing. 
Luc. Should I find thee 
Worthy and constant, as my rind suggests, 
The general joy that smiles around, shall not 
Be damp’d by any vain reserve of mine. 
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fEmilia. Renowned duke; vouchsafe to take the 
pains 
To go with us into the abbey here, 
And hear, at large discoursed, all our fortunes; 
And all that are assembled in this place, 
That by this sympathized one day’s errors 
Have suffer’d wrong, go, keep us company, 
And you shall have full satisfaction. 
‘The duke, my husband, and my children both, 
And you, the kalendars of their nativity, 
Go to a gossip’s feast; go all with me: 
After so long grief, such festivity ! 
Duke. With all my heart; I’ll gossip at this feast, 
And be a cheerful witness of the blessings, 
Your pious faith and virtuous resignation 
Have drawn upon you from relenting heaven. 
4igeon. Come, and partake 
The joys that gild the evening of our days. 
Aamilia. Joys past the reach of hope !—Our lesson 
this, 
That misery past endears our present bliss ; 
Wherein we read with wonder and delight, 
This sacred truth, ‘ Whatever is, is right.’ [Eweunt. 


THE END. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. 


The open Country. 
[Thunder and Lightning.] 
Three Witches discovered. 


1 Witch. Wouen shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Witch. When the hurly-burly ’s done, 
When the battle ’s lost and won. 
3 Witch. 'That will be ere th’ set of sun. 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath. 
3 Witch. There to meet with— 
1 Witch. Whorft? 
2 Witch. Macbeth. 
[Noise of a Cat.} 
1 Witch. I come, Gray-malkin. 
[ Noise of a Toad.) 


2 Witch. Paddock calls. 
1 Witch. Anon. 
All, Fair is foul, and foul is fair : Sig) 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 
[Thunder and Lightning] 
[Exeunt severally. 
& 
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SCENE II. 


The Palace at Fores. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.| 


Enter King Duncan, Matcotm, Donapain, LE- 
nox, Rossg, and Attendants, meeting a bleeding 


Officer. 


King. What bloody man is that? He can report, 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mal. This is the sergeant, 
Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
’Gainst my captivity :—Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didst leave it. 

‘Off. Doubtfully it stood ; 
As two spent swimmers, that do cling together, | 
And choak their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
From the western isles " 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glasses is supply’d; 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show’d like a rebel’s whore: But all’s tog weak: 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brailish’d steel, 
Which smok’d with bloody execution, 
Like valour’s minion, 
Carv’d out his passage, till he fac’d the slave; 
And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Tull he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps, 
And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 

King. O, valiant cousin! worthy gentleman! 

Off. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm/’d, 
Compell’d these skipping Kernes to trust their heels ; 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 
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With furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men, 
Began a fresh assault. 
King. Dismay’d not this 
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 
Off. Yes; : 
As sparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion.— 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds ; ; 
They smack of honour both :—Go, get him surgeons, 
[Exeunt Officer, and two Attendants. 
Who comes here? 
Mal. The worthy thane of Fife. 
Len. What a haste looks through his eyes ! 
Rosse. So should he look, 
That seems to speak things strange. 


Enter MacnurFr. 


Maced. God save the king ! 

King. Whence cam’st thou, worthy thane ? 

Macd. From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky, 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, ’gan a dismal conflict : 
Till that Bellona’ bridegroom, lapp’d in proof, 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 
Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit: And, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us ;—— 

King. Great happiness ! 

Macd. That now 
Sweno, the Norways’ king, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
‘Till he disbursed; at Saint Colmes’ inch, 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

King. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 

B2 
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Our bosom interest:—Go, pronounce his present 
death, ° 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
Macd. 11) see it done. 
[Exeunt Macpurr, and Lenox. 
King. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.} 
{Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL. 
A Heath. 
{ Thunder and Lightning.|. 
Enter the three Witches. 


1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister? 
2 Witch. Killing swine. 
3 Witch. Sister, where thou? 
1 Witch. A sailor’s wife had chesnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht :—Give 
me, quoth I. 
Aroint thee, witch! the ruamp-fed ronyon cries. 
Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the Tyger« 
But in a sieve I’! thither sail, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
Vil do, I’ll doe, and I’ll do. 
2 Witch. 171 give thee a wind. 
- | Witch. Thou art kind. 
3 Witch. And J another. 
1 Witch. ¥ myself have all the other; 
And the very ports they blow, 
- All the quarters that they know 
P the shipman’s card. 
I will drain him dry as hay: 
Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 
He shall live a man forbid : 
Weary seven-nights, nine times nine, 
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Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shall be tempest-tost.— 
Look what I have. 
2 Witch. Show me, show me. 
1 Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 
Wreck’d, as homeward he did come. / 
[4 March at a distance.] 
3 Witch. A drum, a drum! 
Macbeth doth come. 
All, The weird sisters, hand in hand, 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about. 
2 Witch. Thrice to thine,— 
3 Witch. And thrice to mine,— 
1 Witch. And thrice again,— 
Ali. To make up nine. 
1 Witch. Peace ;—the charm ’s wound up. 


Enter Macseru, Banquo, and the Army. 


Mac. Command they make a halt upon the heath, 
{Within} Halt,—halt,—halt ! 
Mac. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 
Ban. How far is ’*t call’d to Fores ?—What are 
these, 
So wither’d, and so wild in their attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 
And yet are on’ t ?—Live you? or are you aught 
That man may question? You seem to understand 
me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips: You should be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 
Mac. Speak, if you can ;—What are you ? 
\ Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail ta thee, thane of 
Glamis ! 
Bd 


10 -- MACBETH. 


2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! ! hail to thee, thane of 
Cawdor ! 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that shalt be king 

hereafter. 

Ban. Good sir, why do you ‘start; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair? T’ the name of truth, 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly - ye show? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, 

That he seems rapt withal; to me you speak not : 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 Witch. Hail! 

2 Witch. Hail! 

3 Witch. Hail! 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be 

none. 

All. So, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo ! 

Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail! [Going.] 

Mac. Stay,—you imperfect oa tell me more: 

By Sinel’s death, I know, I am thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, “= 
A prosperous gentleman; and, to be king, 
Stands not within the prospect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting ?— 

[Thunder and Lightning— Witches vanish. 
Speak, i charge you. 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And these are of them:—Whither are they vanish’d ? 
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Mac. Into the air; and what seem’d corporal, 
melted . 
As breath into the wind.—’ Would they had staid ! 
Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, 
That takes the reason prisoner ? 
Mac. Your children shall be kings. 
Ban. You shall be king. 
Mac. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not so? 
Ban. To the self-same tune, and words.—Who’s 
here? 


Enter MacpurrF, and Lenox. 


Macd. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 

The news of thy success: and, when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contend, 
Which should be thine, or his: Silenc’d with that, 
In viewing o’er the rest o’ the self-same day, 
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 
Came post with post; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kgdom’s great defence, 
And pour’d them down before him. 

Len. We are sent, 

To-give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 
Only to herald thee into his sight, 
Not pay thee. 

Macd. And, for an earnest of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane! 

For it is thine. 
Ban. What! can the devil speak true? — 
Mac. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do you 
dress me 
Yn borrow’d robes ? 
Macd. Who was the thane, lives yet ; 
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But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deserves to lose; 
For treasons capital, confess’d, and prov’d, 
Have overthrown him. 
Mac. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor : 
The greatest is behind.—Thanks for your pains.— 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no less'to them ? 
Ban. ‘That, trusted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But, ’t is strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequence.— Cousins, a word, I pray you. 
Mac. Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, sco A 
This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot beill; cannot be good :—If ill, 
Why hath it given me earnest of success, 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor: 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 
Against the useof nature? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so my single state of man, that function 
Is smother’d in surmise; and nothing is, 
But what is not. 
Ban. Look, how our partner ’s rapt. 
Mac. If chance will have me king; why, chance 
_ may crown me, 
Without my stir. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, | 
Like our strange garments, cleave not to their sitll, 
But with the aid of use. 
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Mac. Come what come may ; , 
Time and the hour runs through the vontelvést day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 
Mac. Give me your favour :—my dull brain was> 
wrought 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are register’d where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the king.— 
Think upon what hath chane’d; and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Mac. Till then, enough.—Come, friends. 


[ March. ] 
“pee [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
The Palace at Fores. 
[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 


Enter King Duncan, Matcoim, Donazarn, 
RossE, and Attendants. 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Those in commission yet return’d? 

Mal. My liege, 
They are not yet come back. 
But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die: who did report, 
That very frankly he confess’d his treasons ; 
Implor’d your highness’ pardon; and set forth 
A deep repentance: nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it; he dy’d 
As one that had been studied, in his death 
‘To throw away the dearest thing he ow’d, 
As ’t were a careless trifle. 

King. There ’s no art, 
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To find the mind’s construction in the face :' 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust.— 


Enier Macpurr, Macperu, Banavo, and LENox. 
O worthiest cousin ! 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me: Thou art so far before, 
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. "Would thou hadst less deserv’d ; 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only I have left to say, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Mac. The service and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties: and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and servants ; 
Which do but what they should, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 
King. Welcome hither: 
L have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 
Ban. There if I grow, 
The harvest is your own. 
King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 
And you whose places are the nearest, know, 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter, 
The prince of Cumberland: which honour must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, 
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
~ On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 


~ 


MACBETH. 15 


Mac. The rest is labour, which is not us’d for you: 
17ll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 

So, humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Mac. The prince of Cumberland!—That is a step, 
On which I must fall down, or else o’er-leap, [Aside.] 
For in my way it lies.. Stars, hide your fires! 

Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 
[Eait MacBETH. 

King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant : 
And in his commendations I am fed; 
it is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome; 
it is a peerless kinsman. 


{Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.} 
[Exeunt. 
SCENE V. 


Macbeth’s Castle at Inverness. 


Enter Lady Macsetu, reading a Letter. 


Lady. They met me in the day of success; and I 
have learn’d by the perfectest report, they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burn’d in desire 
to question them further, they made themselves—air, 
into which they vanish’d. Whiles I stood rapt in the 
wonder of it, came missives from the king, who all hail’d 
me Thane of Cawdor; by which title, before, these weird 
sisters saluted me, and referr’d me to the coming on of 
time, with, Hail, king that shalt be! This have I 
thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of 
greatness; that thou mightest not lose the dues of re- 
powing, by being ignorant of what greatness is promised © 
thee, Lay it to thy heart, and farewell. 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 
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What thou art promis’d :—Yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness, 

To catch the nearest way: Thou would’st be great; 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illness should attend it. What thou would’st 
highly, 

That would’st thou holily ; would’st not play false, 

And yet would’st wrongly win: thou’d’st have, great 
Glamis, 

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 

And that, which rather thou dost fear to do, 

‘Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown’d withal. 


Enter Sryron. 


What is your tidings? 2 
Sey. The king comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thou ’rt mad to say it: 
Is not thy master with him? who, were ’t so, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Sey. So please you, it is true: our thane is coming; 
One of my fellows had the speed of him; 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great news. [Exit Sryton. 
The raven himself is hoarse, 
"That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, all you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood, 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse; 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose; nor keep pace between 
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The effect, and it! Come to my woman’s breasts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd’ring ministers, 
Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell! 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, hold! 


Enter Macseru. 


Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Mac. My dearest love, 
Dunean comes here to-night. 

Lady. And when goes hence? 

Mac. To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady. O, never 
Shall sun that morrow see! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters:—To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent 

flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that ’s coming 
Must be provided for: and you shall put 
This night’s great business into my despatch; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Mac. We will speak further. 

Lady. Only look up clear; 
To alter favour ever is to fear: 
Leave all the rest to me. fEweunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
The Gates of Inverness Castle, 


{A Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


Enter King Duncan, Baneuo, Matcoitm, Donat- 
Balin, Macpurr, Lenox, Rossz, and Attendants. 


King. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his lov’d mansionry, that the heaven’s breath 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty frieze, 
Buttress, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle: 
Where they most breed and haunt, 1 have observ’d, 
The air is delicate. 


Enter Lady Macseru, SrytTon, and two Ladies, 


King. See, see! our honour’d hostess !—— 
The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble, 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you shall bid heaven yield us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our service 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house: For those of old, 
And the late dignities heap’d up to them, 

We rest your hermits. 
King. Where ’s the thane of Cawdor? 
We cours’d him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us: Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to-night, 


MACBETH. 19 


‘Lady. Your servants ever 
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt, ' 
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure, 
Still to return your own. 

King. Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine host; we love him highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. 


[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


Macbeth’s Castle at Inverness. 
Enter Macsetu. 


Mac. If it were done, when ’t tis done, then ’t were 
well 

It were done quickly; if the assassination 

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 

With his surcease, success:—’That but this blow 

Might be the be-all, and the end-all, here, 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time !— 

We 7d jump the life to come.—But, in these cases, 

We still have judgment here, that we but teach , 

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 

To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice 
yCommends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice 

To our own lips.—He ‘s here in double trust ; 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself.— Besides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties someek, hath been. 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongu’d, against 

The deep damnation of his aca — 

c 
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And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself, 

And falls on the other—How now! what news? 


Enter Lady Macseru. 


Lady. He has almost supp’d: Why have you left 

the chamber? 

Mac, Hath he ask’d for me? 

Lady. Know you not, he has? 

Mac. We will proceed no further in this business: 
Tie hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time, 
Such I account thy love.—Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour, 
As thou art in desire? Would’st thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own estecm,— 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
Like the poor cat i? the adage? 

Mac. ’Pr’ythee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. ; 

Lady. What beast was it then, 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man; | 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be somuch more the man. Nor time, nor place, 
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Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
‘They have made themse ves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck; and know 
How tender ’t is, to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dash’d the brains out, had I but so sworn 
As you have done to this. 

Mac. If we should fail——? 

Lady. We fail :— 
But screw your courage to the sticking-place, 
And we ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince, 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only: When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spungy officers; who shall bear the guilt: 
Of our great quell? 

Mac. Bring forth men-children only! 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, 
When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers, 
That they have done ’t? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 

Mac. Lam settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.—- 
‘Away, and mock the time with fairest show ; 


_ False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 
g [Eweunt. 


EN OF ACPT'I.. 


e3 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I. 


Macbeth’s Castle at Inverness. 
The Gallery. 
Enter Banquo, and FLEaNcE, with a Torch. 


Ban. How goes the night, boy? 
Fle. The moon is down: I have not heard the 
¢lock. set 
Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 
Fle. I take’t, *t is later, sir. 
Ban. Hold, take my sword :— 
There ’s husbandry in heaven, 
Their candles are all out.— 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep: Merciful powers, 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose !|—Give me my sword ! 


Enter SEYTON, with a Torch, and MacBetu. 


Who’s there? 
Mac. A friend. 
Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest?) The king’s a bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up 
In measureless content, 
Mac. Being unprepar’d, 
Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Which else should free have wrought. 
Ban. All’s well. — 
{ dream’d last night of the three weird sisters : 
‘To you they have show’d some trath, 
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Mac. I think not of them: 
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 
We would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 
Ban. At your kind’st leisure. 
Mac. If you shall cleave to my consent, when ’t is, 
It shall make honour for you. 
Ban. So J lose none, 
In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counsel’d. 
Mac. Good repose, the while! 
Ban. Thanks, sir; The like to you! 
[Exeunt FLEancE, and Banauo. 
Mac. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is 
ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 
[Ewit SzyTon. 
Is this a dagger, which I see before me. 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch 
thee : 
Ihave thee not; and yet I see thee still. 
¥ Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling, as to sight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind; a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 


\ . As this which now I draw. 


Thou marshal’st me the way that I was going ; 
And such an instrument [ was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools 0’ the other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before.—There’s no such thing : 
It is the bloody business, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleep; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecat’’s offerings ; and withex’d murder, 
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Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf, 
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, 
Towards his design 
Moves like a ghost.—Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about, 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it. 
[4 Clock strikes two.] 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan: for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ Exit. 
[Thunder and Lightning.] ae 


Enter Lady Macsern. 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold; 
What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire :— 
Hark !—Peace ! 
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bell-man, 
Which gives the stern’st good-night.— He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg’d 
their possets, 
-That death and nature do contend about them, 
* Whether they live or die. 
Mac. (Within) Who’s there ?—what, ho! 
Lady. Alack! Iam afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’tis not done :—the attempt, and not the deed,, 
Confounds us: Hark !—I laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miss them.—Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done ’t.—My husband ? 


Enter MacBETH. 


Mac. Vhave done the deed :—Didst thou not hear 
a noise ? 
Lady. J heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak ? 


ho 
wat 
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Mac. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Mac, As 1 descended ? 

Lady. Ay. 

Mac. Hark !—Who lies i’ the second chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbain. 

Mac. This is a sorry sight. 

Lady. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 

Mac. 'There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and one 

ery’d, murder! 
That they did wake each other; I stood and heard 
them: 
But they did say their prayers, and address’d them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady. There are two lodg’d together. 

Mac. One cry’d, God bless us! and Amen, the other ; 
As they had seen, me, with these hangman’s hands, 
Listening their fear. I could not say, amen, 

When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady. Consider it not so deeply. 

Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen? 
I had most need of blessing, and amen Lf, 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways; so, it will make us mad. 

. Mac. Methought, 1 heard a voice ery, Sleep no 
more ! 
Macbeth does murder sleep—the innocent sleep; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell’d sleeve of care; 
/ The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath, 
Baln of hurt minds, great nature’s second course, 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast ;— 

Lady, What do fou mean? 

Mac. Stillit ery’d, Sleep no more! to all the house,— 
Glamis hath murder’d sleep ; and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more ! 

Lady. Who was it, that thus ery’d? Why, ee 

thane, 
You dg unbend your noble strength, to think 
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So brain-sickly of things: Go, get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.— 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there: Go, carry them; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Mac. I’ll go no more: 
I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on ’t again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirm of purpose ! 
Give me the daggers: The sleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as pictures: ’t is the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil.—If he do bleed, 
Ill gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it must seem their guilt. [Fait Lady Macuern. 

[Knocking within. | 

Mac. Whence is that knocking! 
How is ’t with me, when every noise appalls me? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes! 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine, 
Making the green one, red. 


Enter Lady Macsetu. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white.—[Knock.]—I hear a knock~ 
ing 
At the south entry :—retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended.—[Knock. ]|—Hark ! more 
knocking : 
Get on your night-gown, lest occasion eall us, 
And show us to be watchers.—Be not lost ' 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Mac. To know my deed,—’t were best not know 
myself, [Knock.] 
Wake, Duncan, with thy knocking! Oh, ’would thou 
could’st | [Exeunt. 
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[ Knock.] 


_ Enter Macpvurr, Lenox, and Seyton, who opens the 
gate to Macpurr and Lrnox. 


Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie so late? 

Sey. "Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 
cock. 

Macd. Is thy master stirring ? 
Our knocking has awak’d him; here he comes, 


Enter Macsetu, and exit SEYTON. 


Len, Good-morrow, noble sir! 

Mac. Good+morrow, both! 

Macd. \s the king stirring, worthy thane? 

Mac. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
{ have almost slipp’d the hour. 

Mac. 1°U bring you to him.. 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you; 

But yet, ’t is one. 

Mac. The labour we delight in, physicks pain.— 
This is the door. 

Macd. 171i make so bold to call, 

For ’t is my limited service. [Exit MacpurFF, 

Len. Goes the king hence to-day? 

Mac. He does: he did appoint so. 

Len. The night has been unruly: Where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i the air; strange screams of death, 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, 

Of dire combustion, and confus’d events, 
New-hatch’d to the woeful time: The obscure bird 
Clamour’d the live-long night; some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Mac. ’T was a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 
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Enter Macpurr. 


Macd. O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor 
heart, 

Cannot conceive, nor name thee! 

Mae. and Len. What’s the matter? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece ! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building. 
‘ Mac. What is it you say? the life? 

Len. Mean you his majesty? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your 

sight 
With a ee Gorgon :—Do not bid me speak 5 
See, and then speak yourselves. 
[Exeunt Macsetu, and Lenox. 

Awake! awake !— 
Ring the alarum-bell!—Murder ! and. treason ! 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm! awake ! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 
And look on death itself!—up, up, and see 
The great doom’s image! Malcolm ! Banquo ! 
As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights, 
To countenance this horror !— 


[ The Bell rings out. | 


Enter Banavo, and Rossk. 


O, Banquo, Banquo, 
Ous royal master ’s murder’d ! 


Enter Macseru, and Lenox. 


Mac. Had I but dy’d an hour before this chance 
I had liv’d a blessed time; for, from this instant, 
There ’s nothing serious in mortality :° 
All is but toys; renown, and grace, is dead ; 
The wine of hie i is drawn, and the mere heen. 
Is left this vault to brag of, 


MACBETH. 29 


Enter Matcoitm and DoNALBAIN. 


Mal. What is amiss? 

Mac. You are, and do not know it : 
The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood. 
Is stopp’d; the very source of it is stopp’d. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

Mal. Oh, by whom? 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had done’t: 
Their hands and faces were all badg’d with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip’d, we found 
Upon their pillows: they star’d,'and were distracted ; 
No man’s life was to be trusted with them. 

[Exveunt MaicoLtm, and DonaLBaIn. 


Mac. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so? 

Mac. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate, and 

furious, 

Loyal and neutral in a moment? No man: 
‘The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauser reason.—Here lay Duncan, 
His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood; 
And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature, 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance: there the murderers, 
Steep’d in the coiours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore; Who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known? 

Ban. Fears and scruples shake us : 
In the great hand of Heaven I stand; and, thence, 
Against the undivulg’d pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Mac. And so do I. 

All, So all. 

Macd. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet Y the hall together ; 

D 
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And question this most bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. 
All. Well contented. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Wood on the skirt of a Heath. 
[ Thunder and Lightning.] 
Enter the three Witches, anda Chorus of Witches. 


1 Witch. Speak, sister, speak,—is the deed = 
2 Witch. Long ago, long ago; 
About twelve glasses since shave run. 
3 Witch. Ill deeds are seldom slow, 
Nor single; following crimes on former wait ; 
The worst of creatures fastest propagate. 
Chor. Many more murders must this one ensue 
Dread horrors still abound, 
And every place surround, 
As if in death were found 
Propagation too. 
1 Witch. He must,— 
2 Witch. He shall, — 
3 Witch. He will spill much more blood, 
And become worse, to make his title good. 
Chor. He must, he will spill much more blood, 
And become worse, to make his title good. 
1 Witch. Now let’s dance. ~ 
2 Witch. Agreed. 
3 Witch. Agreed. 
Chor. We should rejoice when good kings bleed. 
1 Witch. When cattle die, about we go 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Rend stubborn rocks in sunder, 
And fill the world with wonder, 
What should we do? 
Chor, Rejoice, we should rejoice. 
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2 Witch. When wieids anil waves are warring, 

E sir erquialces the mountains tearing, 
dind monarchs. die despairing, 
What should we do? 

Chor. Rejoice, we should rejoice. 

3 Witch, Let’s have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan’s death. 

1 Witch. Sometimes like brinded cats we show, 
Having no’ musick but our mew, 
‘To which we dance in some old mill, 
Upon the hopper, stone, or wheel, 
‘To some old saw, or bardish rhime,— 

Chor. Where still the mill-clack does keep time. 

2 Witch, Sometimes about a hollow tree, 
Around, around, around dance we ; 
Thither the chirping cricket comes, 
And beetles singing drowsy hums ; 
Sometimes we dance o’er fernes or furze, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs; 
And when with'none of these we meet,— 

Chor. We dance, to th’ echoes of our feet. 

3 Witch. At the night-raven’s dismal voice, 
When others tremble we rejoice. 

Chor: And nimbly, nimbly, dance we still, 
To th’ echoes from a hollow hill, [Eweunt.. 


END: OF ACT Il. 


A CT IIf. 
SCENE I. 


Macbeth’s Castle at Inverness. 


Enter Macpurr, meeting Lenox. 


Len. How goes the world, sir, now? 
Macd. Why, see you not? 
: p2 
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Len.. Is ’t known, who did this mere than bloody 
deed ? 
Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 
Len. Alas, the day ! 
What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They were suborn’d: 
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 
Are stol’n away and fled; which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 
Len. ’Gainst nature still : 
‘Thriftless ambition, that will ravin up 
Thine own life’s means.—Then ’t is most like, 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 
Macd. He is already nam’d; and gone to Scone, 
To be invested. 
Len. Where is Duncan’s body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill ; 
The sacred storehouse: of his predecessors, 
And guardian of his bones. 
Len. Will you to Scone? 
Macd. No, cousin, Ill to Fife. 
Len, Well, I will thither. 
Macd. Well, may you see things well done there 3 ; 
—adieu !— 
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new! [Eveunt. ' 


SCENE II, 


The Palace at Fores. 
Enter Banato, and FLEANncE. 


Ban. Thou hast it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird women promis’d; and, I fear, 
‘Thou play’dst most foully for ts yet it was said, 
it should not stand in thy posterity : 
But that myself should be the root, and father 
Of many kings: If there come treth from them, 
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{As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my oracles as well, 
And set me up in hope ?— 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


But, hush; no more. 


Enter Macsretu, as King; Szryton, Lenox, Ross, 
and Attendants. 

Mac. Here’s our chief guest : 

If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all things unbecoming.— 
To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 
And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 
Command upon me; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mac. Ride you this afternoon? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mac. We should have else desir’d your good advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,) 
In this day’s council; but we ’ll take to-morrow. 

Is ’t far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up 'the time 
*Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better, 
I must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour, or twain. 

Mac, Fail not our feast. ~ 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mac. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention: But of that to-morrow; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause Of, state, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse: Adieu, 
Till you return at night.—Goes Fleance with you? 


Ded ‘ 
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Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us. 
Muc. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot; 
And so 1 do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell.— [Exeunt Banevo, and FLEANCE. 
Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night; to make society 
‘The sweeter'welcome, we will keep ourself 
‘Lill supper-time alone: while then, heaven be with 
- you!— [ Eweunt. 
Si ah, a word: Attend those men our pleasure ? 
Sey. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
Mac. Bring them before us.— [Exit SEYTON. 
To be thus, is nothing :— 
But to be safely thus :—Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep :— 
He chid the sisters, 
When first they put the name of King upon me, 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like, 
“ cae hail’d him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown, 
And put a barren scepter in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand, 
No son of mine succeeding. If it be so, 
For Banquo’s issue have I ’*fil’d my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d ; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ;—and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
‘To make them kings.—The seed of Banquo kings!— 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list, 
And champion me to the utterance !— 


Enter SEyton, with two Murderers. 


Now tov the door, and stay there ’till we call. 


[ Exit Spyton. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 


L Hurd. Ut was, so please your highness, 


* 
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Mac. Well then, now 
Have you consider’d of my apaislies ? 
Do you find 
Your patience so predominant i in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you so gospel’d, 
To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave, 
a beggar’d yours for ever? 
2 Murd. I am one, my liege, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have'so incens’d, that I am teats what 
I do to spite the world. 
1 Murd. And I another, 
So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune, 
That I would set my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on’t. 
Mac. Both of you 
Know, Banquo was your enemy. 
1 Murd. ‘True, my lord. 
Mac. Sois he mine: and in such bloody distance, 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my near’st of life: And though I could 
With barefac’d power sweep him from my sight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet 1 must not, 
For sundry weighty reasons. 
2 Murd. We shall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us, 
1 Murd. Though our lives —— ; 
Mac. Your spirits shine theatigh you. Within this 
hour, at most, 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves ; ; 
Acquaint. you with the perfect spy o’ the time, 
The moment on’t; for ’t must be done to-night, 
And something from the palace; always thought, 
That I require a clearness: And with him, 
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,) 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 
Whose absence is no less material to me 
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Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour: Resolve yourselves apart ; 
I'll come to you anon. 
1 Murd. We are resolv’d; my lord. 
Mac. ¥’licall upon you strait; abide within. 
[Evxeunt Murderers. 
It is concluded :——-Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 
if it find heaven, must find it out to-night. [ Exit. 


Enter Lady Macnern, as Queen; and SrytTon. 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? 
Sey. Ay, madam; but returns again to-night. 
Lady. Say to the king, I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. . 
Sey. Madam, I will. [Eat SEyTON. 
Lady. Nought ’s had, all ’s spent, 

Where our desire is got without content: 

T is safer to be that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macperu. 


How now, my lord? why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making,— 

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have dy’d 

With them they think on? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard: what’s done, is done. 
Mac. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it, 

She ’ll close, and’be herself; whilst out poor malice 

Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 

suffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

‘That shake us nightly: Better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace, 

‘Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstacy.———Duncan is in his grave ;— 

_After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well; 


* 
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Treason has done his worst; nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestick, foreign levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further! 

Lady. Come on: Gentle my lord, 

Sleek o’er your rugged looks; be bright and jovial 
Among your guests to-night. 

Mac. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know’st, that Banquo, and his Fleance, live. 

Lady. But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne. 

Mac. 'There ’s comfort yet, they are assailable; 
Then be thoujocund: Ere the bat hath flown 

_ His cloister’d flight; ere to black Hecat’’s summons, 
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums, 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shali be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. What ’s to be done? 

Mac. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed.—Come, seeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And, with thy bloady and invisible hand, 

Cancel and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale |—Light thickens: and the crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood; 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 

While night’s black agents to their preys do rouse. 

Thou marvel’st at my ‘words: but hold thee still; 

Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill. 
[Exeunt, — 


SCENE III. 
A Park near the Palace at Fores. 
Enter the two Murderers, - 


1 Murd. The west yet glimmers with some streaks 
of day: 
Now spurs the lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch, 
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2. Murd. Hark! L hear horses, 
[Banquo withiv.| Give us a light there, ho! 
1 Murd. Then 1 is he. 
2 Murd. His horses go about. 
1 Murd, Almost a mile: but he does usually, 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 
2 Murd. A light, a light! 
Y Murd. ’T is he. 
Enter FLeance, witha Torch, and Banquo. 
Ban. \t will be rain to-night. 
[ Exeunt FLEaNncE and Banavox. 
1 Murd, Let it come down. —[ Exeunt Murderers. 
Ban. [Within] O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance,. 
fly, fly, fly ;— 
Thou may’st revenge.—O slave !—O, O, O! ([Dies.] 


Enter Murderers. 


1] Murd. There’s but one down; the son is fled. 
2 Murd. We have lost best half of our affair. : 
1 Murd. Well, let’s away, and say how much is 


done. [| Exeunt.. 
SCENE IV. 
The Banqucting-room in the Palace at Fores. 
\ 
[Musick] 
A Banquet prepared. 


Maczsery, Lady Macsetu, Rossr, Lenox, SEYTon,. 
Attendants, Guards, &c. discovered. 


Mac. You know your own degrees, sit down: at first,. 
And last, the hearty welcome. 

Rosse. Thanks to your majesty, 

Mac. Ourself will mingle with society, 
And play the humble host ; 


» 


Sd | 


MACBETH. 39 


‘Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time, 

We will require her welcome. 

Lady. Pronounce it for mé, sir, to all our Mer ds, ; 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Mac. See, they encounter thee with their hearts’, 

thanks : 

Be large in mirth ; anon, we ’Il drink a measure 
The table-round.— 


Enier First Murderer. 


There ’s blood upon thy face. 
1 Murd. ’T is Banquo’s then. 
Mac. Is he despatch’d ? 
1 Afurd. My lord, his throat iscut: that I did for 
him. 
Mac. Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats: Yet he’s 
good, 
That did the like for Fleance. 
1 Murd. Most royal sir, 
Fleance is ’scap’d. 
Mac. Then comes my fit again: I had else been 
*» perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, ponden as the rock : 
As broad, and general, as the casing air: 
But now, lam ecabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in’ 
To saucy doubts and fears.—But Banquo’s safe ? 
1 Murd. Ay, my good lord; safe in a ditch he 
bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 
Mac. Thanks for that :— 
There the grown serpent lies: the worm, that’s fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We'll hear, ourselves again. [ Exit Murderer. 
Lady, My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold, 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’t is a- -making, 
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*T is given with welcome: to feed, were best at home, 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony ; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Mac. Sweet remembrancer ! 

AX good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 

Len. May it please your highness sit ? 

Mac. Here had we now our country’s honour roof ’d, 
Were the grac’d person of our Banquo present ; 
Whom may I rather challenge for unkindness, 

Than pity for mischance | 

Rosse. His absence, -sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 

Mac. The table ’s full. 

Len. Here is a place reserv’d, sir. 

Mac. Where? 

Len. Here, my good lord. What is ’t that “moves 

your highness ? 

Mac. Which of you have done this? 

Een. What, my good lord? 

Mac. Thou canst not say, I did it: never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Rosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness 1 is not well. 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from’ his youth : ’pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well: Lf much you note him, 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion; 
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man? 

Mac. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the devil. 

Lady. O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear $ 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear,) would well become 

A woman’s story, at a winter’s fire, 
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“Authoriz’d by eet gr sidan Shame itself ! { 
Why do you make such faces ? When all’s Bone; 
You look but on a stool. 
Mac. ’Pr’ythee, see there! aT ! look! lo !— 
How say you ?—— © 
Why, what care 1? If thou canst BA speak too.— 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back; our monuments’ 
Shall be the maws of kites. 
Lady. What! quite unmann’d in folly! 
Mac. Vf 1 stand here, I saw him. 
Lady. Fie, for shame ! 
Mac. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden 
time, 
Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end: but now, they rise again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools! This is more strange 
Than sucha murder is. 
Lady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
' Mac. 1 do forget :— 
4s. not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothin 
To those that know me.. Come, love and health to all; 
Then I Il sit down :—Give me some wine, fill full :— 
[SEYTON pours out the wine, and presents it 
to the King. | 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
’Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all. 
Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 
E 
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Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of custom: ’t is no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 
Mac. What man dare, I dare: : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: Or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If, trembling, I inhibit, then protest me 
The baby of a girl.—Hence, horrible shadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence !—Why, so;—being gone, 
I am a man again. x 
Lady. You have displac’d the mirth, broke the good 
meeting, 
With most admir’d disorder. 
Mac. Can such things be, 
And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 
Without our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanch’d with fear. 
Rosse. What sights, my/lord ? 
Lady. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse at, 
Worse ; 
Question enrages him: at once, good night:— 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. [Exeunt all but the King and Queen. 
Mac. It will have blood: they say, blood will have 
blood: 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secret’st man of blood.—Whiat is the night ? 
Lady. Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mac. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies his person, 
At our great bidding ? 
Lady. Did you send to him, sir? 
Mac, I hear it by the way; but I will send; 
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There ’s not a one of them, but in his house 
i keep a servant fee’d.—I will to-morrow, 
(And betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 
More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worst means, the worst: for mine own good, 
All causes shall'give way; I am in blood 
Stepp’d in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er. 
“Lady. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 
Mac. Come, we'll to sleep: My strange and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : 
We are yet but young in deed. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


The open Country. 
[ Thunder and Lightning] 
Enter the three Witches, meeting Hxcat’. 


1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecat’ ? you look angerly, 
Hec. Have I not reason, beldams, as you are, 
Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare 
‘To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and affairs of death ; 
And IJ, the mistress of your charms, 
The, close contriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to bear my part, - 
Or show the glory of our art ?— 
But make amends now: Get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet mei’ the morning; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny.— 
Your vessels, and your spells, provide, 
Your charms, and every thing beside : 
1 am for the air; this night Il spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 
Great business must be wrought ere noon: 
Upon the comer of the moon 
E2 
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There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 
I'll catch it ere it come to grouad : 
And that, distill’d by magic slights, 
Shall raise such artificial sprights, 
As, by the strength of their illusion, 
Shall draw him on to his confusion. 
(Exeunt the three Wi Iehias. 
[Scene rises, and discovers the Spirits descending.] 
1 Spir. Hecat’, Hecat’, Hecat’! O, come away! 
Hec. Hark! Tam call’d j—my little spirit, see 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 
2 Spir. Hecat’, Hecat’, Hecat’! O, come away! 
Hec. 1 come, i come, ‘with all the speed IT may.— 
Where’s Stadlin? 
3 Spir. Here;— 
Hec. Where ’s Puckle? 
4 Spir. Here;— 
5 Spir. And Hoppo too, and Hellwaine too ;— 
6 Spor. We want but you, we want but you. 


Enter the Chorus of Witches. 


Chor. Come away, make up the count. 
Hec. With new-fall’n dew, 
From church-yard yew, 
I will but *noint, and then I mount. 
Hec. Now 1’m furnish’d for the i bre 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin, my sweet spirit, and J. 
O, what a dainty pleasure ’s this, 
To sail in the air, 
While the moon shines fair! 
To sing, to toy, to dance and kiss! 
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 
Over seas, our mistress’ fountains, 
Over steeples, towers, and turrets, 
We fly by night ’mongst troops of spirits. 
Chor. We fly by night ’mongst troops of spirits. 
[Hucar’ and the Spirits ascend,—the Witches eaeunt. 


END OF ACT III, 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 
A Cave. 
oe in the middle, a Cauldron boiling. 
[ Thunder.] 
The three Witches discovered. 


1 Witch. Turice the brinded cat hath mew’d. 
2 Witch. Thrice: and once the hedge-pig whin’d, 
3 Witch. Harper cries ;—’t is time, ’t is time. 
J Witch. Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poison’d entrails throw.— 
Toad, that under the cold stone 
Days and nights hast thirty-one, 
Sweiter’d venom sleeping got, 
Boil thou first 1’ the charmed pot! 
All, Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake: 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder’s fork, and blind worm’s sting, 
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble, 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
3 Witch.’ Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 
Witches’ mummy; maw, and gulf, 
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg’d V the dark; 
ES 
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Liver of blaspheming Jew; 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse ; 
Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s lips ; 
Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab, 
Make the gruel thick and slab : 
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
1 Mitch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 
Then the charm‘is firm and good. 


Enter Hecar’, Spirits, and the Chorus of Witches. 


Hee. O, well done! I commend your pains ; 
And every one shall share i’ the gains. 
And now about the cauldron sing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Enchanting all that you put in. 


Enter Witches. 
Musick and Song. 


Hee. Black spirits and white, 
Red spirits and grey ; 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 
1 Spir. Tiffin, Tiffin, 
Keep it stiff im. 
2 Spir. Firedrake, Puckey, 
Make tt lucky. 
3 Spir. Liard, Robin. 
You must bob in. 
Chor. Around, around, around, about, about > 
Allill come running in, all good keep out ! 
} Spir. Here’s the blood of a bat. 
Hee. Put in that, put m that. 
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2 Spir. Here’s Libbard’s brain. 

Hec. Put in a grain. 

3 Spit. Here ’s juice of toad, and oil of adder ; 
Those will make the charm grow madder. 

Hec. Putin all these; twill raise a pors’nous stench! 
Hold—here’s three ounces of a red-hair’d wench. 

Chor. Around, around, around, about, about ; 
All all come running in, all good keep out ! 

Hec. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes :—— 

(Noise without.) 
Open, locks, whoever knocks. 
[Exeunt all but the three Witches. 


Enter MAcBETH. 


Mac. How now, you secret, black, and midnight 
hags? 
What is’*t you do? 
All. A deed without a name. 
Mac. I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Hewe’er you come to know it,) answer me 
To what I ask you. 
1 Witch. Speak. 
2 Witch. Demand. 
3 Witch. We’ll answer. 
1 Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our 
mouths, 
Or from our masters’ ? 
Mac. Call them, let me see them. 
-] Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow :—Grease, that’s sweaten 
From the murderer’s gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 
All. Come, high, or low ; 
Thyself, and office, deftly show. [ Thunder.| 


lst Apparition, an armed Head, rises. 


Mac. Tell me, thou unknown power,—— 


Bee 
Pe es 


48 MACBETH. 


1 Witch. He knows thy thought ; 
Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Mac- 


duff ; 
Beware the thane of Fife-—Dismiss me :—Enough. 
[ Descends. | 
Mac. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks ; 
Thou hast harp’d my fear aright:—But one word 
more— 
1 Witch. He will not be commanded: Here’s ano- 
ther, 
More potent than the first. [ Thunder. | 


2nd Apparition, a bloody Child, rises. 


App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!— 
Mac. Had I three ears, I’d hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute: laugh to scorn 
The power of man; for none of woman born 
Shail harm Macbeth. , [ Descends. | 
Mac. Then live, Macduff; what need I fear of thee? 
But yet I ll.make assurance doublé sure, 
And take a bond of fate: thou shalt not'live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 
And sleep in spite of thunder. [ Thunder} 


3rd Apparition, a Child crowned, with a Tree in his 
Hand, rises. 
What 1 is this, 
That rises like the issue of a king; 
And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 

Ali, Listen, but speak not to’t. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be, until 
Great Bimam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [ Deseends. | 
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Mac, That will never be: 
Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? sweet bodements! good! — 
Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom? 

All, Seek to know no more. 

Mac. I will be satisfy’d : deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you !— 


[Thunder.—The Cauldron sinks. } 


Let me know, 
Why sinks that cauldron ?>— 
[4 Groan.] 
And what noise is this? 
1 Witch. Show! 2 Wiich. Show! 3 Witch. Show ! 
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like shadows, so depart. 


[ Apparitions of Eight Kings, the last witha glass 
— m his hand; and Banavo, pass across. 


Mac. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls :—And thy hair, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :— 

A third is like the former :—Filthy hags ! 

Why do you show me this ?—A fourth ? Start, eyes !— 
What! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom ?>— 
Another yet >—A seventh ?—I ll see no more :— 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass, 
Which shows me many more :— 


[Banavo enters,—and the Wrtches vanish.} 
Horrible sight !—Now, I see, *t is true ! 
For the blood-bolter’d Banquo smiles upon me, 
And points at them for his.—What? is this so ?— 
Where are they ? Gone ?—Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar !— 
Come in, without there ! 
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Enter SEYTON. 


Sey. What ’s your grace’s will ? 
Mac. Saw you the weird sisters ? 
Sey. No, my lord. 
Mac. Came they not by you? 
Sey. No, indeed, my lord. 
Mac. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn’d all those that trust them !—I did hear 
The galloping of horse: Who was ’t came by? 
Sey. "Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 
word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 
Mac. Fled to England? 
Sey. Ay, my good lord, 
Mac. Time, thou anticipat’st my dread exploits ; 
The flighty purpose never is o’er-took, 
Unless the deed go with it: From this moment, 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 
done: 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o’ the sword 
His wife, his’ babes, and all unfortunate souls : 
_ That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool; 
This deed Ill do, before this purpose cool.— 
Where are these gentlemen? [ Exeuni. 


SCENE II. 


The Country,—in England. 


Enter Matcotm, and Macpurr. 


Mal. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 
Hold fast the mortal sword; and, like good men, 


\ 
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Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom: Each new morn, 
New widows how] ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 

As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 

Like syllables of dolour. 

Mal. What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 
Was once thought honest: you have lov’d him well ; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 
In an imperial charge. 
Macd. | have lost my hopes. 
Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
; doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife, and child, 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking ?—I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 
But mine own safeties: —You may berightly just, 
Whatever I shall think. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 
For goodness dares not check thee!— 
Fare thee well, lord: 
I would not be the villain that thou think’st, 
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended ; 
I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
i think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands: But, for all this, 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 
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Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before; 
More suffer and more sundry ways than ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 
Macd. What should he be ? 
Mal. It is myself I mean: inwhomI know + 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 
That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d 
With my confineless harms. 
Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 
Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful ; 
But there ’s no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuousness. 
The king-becoming graces, 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relish of them; but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
»Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, % 
/ Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
Macd. Oh Scotland! Scotland! 
Mal. If such a one be fit to govern, speak. 
Macd. Fit to govern! 
No, - not to live.—O nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d, 
When shalt thou see thy wholsome days again, 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs’d, 
And does blaspheme his breed ?—Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king; the queen, that bore thee, » 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, Ss 
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Dy’d every day she lived. Fare thee well! 
These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself, 
Have banish’d me from Scotland.—O, my breast, 
Thy hope ends here! 
Mal. Macduff, this noble passion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth, 
By many of these trains, hath sought to win me 
Tnto his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste: But heaven above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 
For strangers to my nature. 
What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was setting forth : 
Now we ’l] together; And the chance, of goodness, 
Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you silent? 
Mac. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once, 
*T is hard to reconcile.—See, who comes here? 
Mal. My countryman; but yet I know him not, 


Enter Ross. 


Macd. My ever gentle cousin, welcome hither. 
Mal. Iknowhimnow: Good heaven, betimesremove 
The means that make us strangers ! 
Rosse. Sir, Amen. 
Macd, Stands Scotland where it did? 
Rosse. Alas, poor country ; 
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air, 
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Are made, not mark’d; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstacy: the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d, for whom; and good men’ s lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere they sicken. 
Macd. O, relation, 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal, What is the newest grief? 
Rosse. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does my wife? 
Rosse. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my children ? 
Rosse. Well too. 
Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their peace? 
Rosse. No; they were all at peace, when I did leave 
them. , 
Macd. Be nota niggard of your speech: How goes it? 
- Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out; 
Which was to my belief witness’d the rather, 
For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot ; 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 
To doff their dire distresses. 
Mal. Be it their comfort. 
We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 
Rosse. *Would I could answer : 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 
That would be howl’d out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 
Macd. What concern they ? 
The general cause? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to some single breast ? 
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Rosse. No mind, that’s honest, 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound, 
That ever yet they heard. / 

Macd. Hum! I guess at it. 

Rosse. Your castle issurpris’d; your wife, and babes, 
Savagely slaughter’d: to relate the manner, 

Were, onthe quarry of these murder’d deer, 
To add the death of you. 

Mal. Merciful heaven ! 

What, man! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words ; ; the grief, that does not speak, 
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart, and bids it break. ; 

Macd. My children too? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all 
That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kill’d too? 
Rosse. I have said. 
Mal. Be comforted : 
Let’s make us med’cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no children,—All my pretty ones ? 
Did you say, all?—Oh, hell-kite!—All? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell swoop ? 
Mal. Dispute it like a man. 
Macd. J shall do so; 
But | must also feel it as a man: 
1 cannot but remember such things were, 
That were most precious to me.—Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee! naught that I am, 
E2 
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Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls ! i 
Mal. Be this the whetstone of your sword; let grief 

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 

And braggart with my tongue !—But, gentle heaven, 

Cut short all intermission ; front to front 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 

Within my sword’s length set him; if he ’scape, 

Heaven, forgive him too! {Eweunt. 


END OF ACT IV. 


ACT V. 
SCENE I. 


Lady Macbeth’s Rooms, in the Castle at Dunsinane. 
Enter a Gentlewoman, and a Physician. 


Phy. I wave two nights watch’d with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report.. When was it she 
last walk’d ? 

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown . 
upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, 
write*upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and again 
return to bed; yet all this while in a most fast sleep. 

Phy. What, at any time, have you heard her say? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Phy. You may, to me; and ’tis most meet you 
should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one; having no 
witness. to confirm my speech.—-Lo you, here she 
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comes! This is her very guise; and, upon my life, 
fast asleep. 


Piles Lady Macsetu, with-a Taper. 


Phy. How came she by that light? 
Gent. Why, it stood by her: she has light by her 
continually ; *t is her command. ° 

Phy. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Phy. What is it she does now? Look, how she 
rubs her hands. 

Gent. It is an accustom’d action with her, to seem~ 
thus washing her hands; 1 have known her con- 
tinue in this a quarter of an Hour. 

Lady. Yet here’s a spot. 

Phy. Hark, she speaks. 

Lady. Out, damned spot! out, I say!—One; 
Two; Why then ’t is time to do ’t :—Hell is murky! 
—Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? what 
need we fear who knows it, when none can call our 
power to account ?—Yet who would have thought the 
old man to have had so much blood in him? 

Phy. Do you mark that? 

Lady. What, will these hands ne’er me clean? 
No more 0’ that, my lord, no more o’ that: you mar 
all with this starting. 

. Phy. Go to, go to; you have known what you 
should not. - 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, J am 
sure of that: Heaven knows what she has knowl. 

Lady. Here’s the smell of the blood still: all the 

erfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Phy. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely 
charg’d. 

Gent I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Lady. Wash your hands, put on your night-gown ; 
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look not so pale: ——I tell you yet again, Banquo’s 
buried: he cannot come out of his grave. 

Phy. Even so? 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there’s knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand: 
What’s done, cannot be undone: To bed, to bed, 
to bed. [Exit Lady Macern. 

Phy. Will she go now to bed? 

Gent. Directly. 

Phy. More needs she the divine, than the physi- 

cian.—-— 
Look after her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And still keep eyes upon her.— 
on heaven, forgive us all! 
{Eweunt Physician, and Gentlewoman. 


SCENE ITI. 


A Hall in the. Castle at Dunsinane. 


[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 
Enter Macseru, and Attendants. 

Mac. Bring me no more reports; let them fly all : 
Till Birnam: wood remove to Dunsinane,, 
[ cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ? 
- Was he not born of woman? The spirits that know 
All qwortal consequences have pronoune’d me thus: 
Fear not, Macbeth; 2o man that’s bern of woman, 
Shall eer have power upon thee.—Then fly, false thanes, 
‘And mingle with the English epicures : 
The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never sagg with doubt, nor shake with fear. 


Enter Second Officer. 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d loon! 
Where got’st thou that goose look ? 
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2 Off. There is ten thousand—— 

Mac. Geese, villain? 

2 Off. Soldiers, sir. 

Mac. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver’d boy. What soldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy soul! those linen checks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 

2 Off. The English force, so please you. = - 

Mac. Take thy face hence.— [Eat Officer. 
Seyton !—TI am sick at heart, 

When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push 
Wil! cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 

J have liv’d long enough: my way of life 
Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf: 

| And that which should accompany old age, 

/ As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

| I must not look to have: but, in their stead, 

* Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton |—— 


Enter SEYTON. 
Sey. What is your gracious pleasure? 
Mac. What news more? 


Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was reported. 
Mac. 171) fight, till from my bones my flesh be 


hack’d. 
Send out more horses, skirr the country round: 
Hang those that talk of fear. [Eat ro 


Enter the Physician. 


How does your patient, doctor ? 
Phy. Not so sick, my lord, 
As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 
That keep her from her rest. 
Mac. Cure her of that: , 
© Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
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Raze out the written troubles of the brain; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous stuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Phy. Therein the patient 
Must minister to himself. 


Enter Styvon, with the Kine’s Truncheon, and a Gen- 
3 AINE 3 
tleman with his Armour. 


Mac, Throw physick to the dogs, Ill none of it.— 
Give me my staff : — - 
Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly a me -— 
If thou could’st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it toa een and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That should applaud again.— 

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 

Would scour these English hence ?—Hearest thou of 
them? 

Phy. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mac.’ Bring it after me.— 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 
[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 
[ Exeunt. 


Pe “SCENE Ul. 


Birnam Forest. 
[4 March.] 


Enter Marcoitm, Stwarp, Macpurr, Lenox, 
Rosse, and Soldiers. 


Mal. Cousins, 1 hope, the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be sate. 
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Macd. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw, What wood is this before us ? 

Len. The wood of Birnam. 

Mal. Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear ’t before him; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Len. It shall be done. 

Rosse. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before ’t. 

Macd. ’T is his main hope: 

For where there is advantage to be gone, 

Both more and less have given him the revolt ; 
And none serve with him but constrained things, 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Sw. Let our just censures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Macd. The time approaches, 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 
Towards which advance the war. 
{ March. | 
[Exeunt into the Wood. 


SCENE IV. 


The Ramparts of the Castle at Dunsinane. 
[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 
Enier Macseru, SEyron, and Aiiendants. 


Mac. Hang out our banners on the outward walls ; 
The cry is still, They come: Our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie, 
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Till famine, and the ague, eat them up: 
Were they not fore’d with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. 
[4 cry within, of Women.] 

What is that noise ? 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

[ Exit SEyTON. 

Mac. I have almost forgot the taste of fears ; 
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
AAs life were in’t: I have supp’d full with horrors 5 
Direness, familiar to my slaught’rous thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. 


Einter SEYTON. 


Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Mac. She should have dy’ d hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for such a word.— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and—To-morrow 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life ’s but'a walking shadow; a poor player, 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an ideot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 


Enter First Officer. 


Thou com’st to use thy tongue: thy story quickly. 
1 Off. Gracious my lord, 

I should report that which, I say, J saw, 

But know not how to do’t. 
Mac, Well, say, sir. 
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1 Off. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The. wood began to move. 

Mac. Liar and slave ! 

1 Off. Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so: 
Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 
I say, a moving grove. . 

Mac. If thou speak’st false, 

‘ Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much:— 
I pull in resolution; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 
That lies like truth: Fear not, till Birnam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane ;—and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and out !— 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I gin to be a-weary of the sun, 
And wish the estate o’ the world were now undone.— 
Ring the alarum bell :—Blow, wind! come, wrack ! 
At least we ’ll die with harness on our back. © 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


A Plain before the Castle at Dunsinane. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


Matcoim, SiwarpD, Macpurr, Lenox, and Soldiers, 
with boughs, discovered. 


Mal. Now near enough; your leavy screens throw 
down, 
And show like those you are:—You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 
Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff, and we, 
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Shall take upon us what else remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Len. This way, my lord, the castle’s gently ren- 
der’d. 
Siw. Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak; give them 


all breath, 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 
[ Alarums.] 
[Exeunt. 
SCENE VI. 


A Court in the Castle at Dunsinane. 
[ Alarums.] 
Enter MacsBetnu. 


Mac. They have ty’d me to a stake; I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What ’s he, 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

{ dlarums. | 
[ Eat. 
Enier Macpurr, and Soldiers. 


Macd. That way the noise is:—Tyrant, show thy 
face ; 
If thon be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 
My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 
1 cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their staves; either thou, Macbeth, 
Oy else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, 
{ sheathe again undeeded. 
Let me find him, fortune! and 
More I beg not. 
[ dlarums.| 
[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Vil. 


The Gates of the Castle at Dunsinane. 
[dlarums. | 
Enter MacBetu. 


Mac. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macnurr. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mac, Of all men else | have avoided thee: 
But get thee back, my soul is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. J have no words, 

~My voice is in my sword; thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! . 
[Fight.—Alarums. | 

Mac. Thou losest labour : 
As easy may’st thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Despair thy charm; 
And let the angel, whom thou still has serv’d, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Mac. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath cow’d my better part of-man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d, 
That palter with us in a double sense ; 
That keep the word of promise to our ear, 
And break it to our hope.—I’ll not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
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And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time. 
Well have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole; and under-writ, 

Here you may see the tyrant. 

Mac. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse, 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the last Before my body 

I throw my warlike shield.— 

Lay on, Macduff ; 

And damn’d be him that first cries, Hold! enough! 


[ Alarums.— They fight—Macbeth falls. } 


Mac. ’Tis done! the scene of life will quickly close. 
Ambition’s vain delusive dreams are fled, 
And now I wake to darkness, guilt and horror.— 
{ cannot bear it! let me shake it off— 
It will not be; my soul is clogg’d with blood— 
1 cannot rise :—I dare not ask for mercy—— 
It is too late ;—hell drags me down ;—I sink, 
U sink ;—my soul is lost for ever !—Oh !—Oh !— 
| Dies. | 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums—Shout—&c.| 


Enter Matcotm, Rossz, LENox, Srwarp, Gentle- 
men, and Soldiers. 
Macd. Hail, King! for so thou art: the time is 
free: 
I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl, 
That speak my salutation in their minds ; 
Whose voices J desire aloud with mine,— 
Wail, King of Scotland ! 


[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. } 


Mal. We shall not spend a large expense of time, 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 
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And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen, 
Henceforth be Earls, the first that ever Scotland 

In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do, 
That calls upon us by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place: 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone. 


[ Flourish of Trumpets end Drums. | 


[Eweunt. 


THE END. 


Eien ee ee 
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KING JOHN. 


ACT I. 


SCENE, 
England. 
The Palace. 


[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.) 


King Joun upon the Throne, Queen Extyor, Essex, 
SALISBURY, PEMBROKE, HusEertT, CHATILLON,— 
English and French Gentlemen,—and Euglish 
Guards, discovered. 


K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France 
with us? 
Cha. Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of 
France, 
In my behaviour to the majesty, 
The borrow’d majesty of England here. 
Eli, A strange beginning ;—borrow’d majesty ! 
K, John. Silence, good mother; hear the embassy. 
Cha. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Getfrey’s son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island and the territories ; 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine : 
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Desiring thee to lay aside the sword, 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles ; 
And put the same into young Arthur’s hand, 
Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 
K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ? 
Cha. The proud control of fierce and bloody war, 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld.: 
K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 
Controlment for controlment ; so answer France. 
Cha. Then take my king’s defiance from my mouth, 
The furthest limit of my embassy. 
K. John. Bear mine to him ; and so depart in peace: 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For, ere thou canst report I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 
So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And sullen presage of your own decay.— 
An honourable conduct let him have ; 
Hubert, look to ’t :—Farewell, Chatillon. 
[Exeunt CuatTiLLon, Husert, and the French 
Gentlemen. 
- Eli. What now, my son? have I not ever said, 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease, 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son? 
This might have been prevented and made whole, 
With very easy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 


Enter English Herald, who whispers Essex. 
K. John. Our strong possession, and our right, 
for us. 
Eli. Your strong possession, much more than your 
right ; 
Or else it must go wrong with you, and me. 
Ess, My liege, here is the strangest controversy 
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Come from the country to be judg’d by you, 
That e’er [ heard: shall I produce the men? 
K. John. Let them approach.— 
[Ext English Herald. 
Our abbies and our priories shall pay 
This expedition’s charge.— 


Enter English Herald, with Puitie and RoBERtT 
FAULCONBRIDGE. 


What men are you? | Exit English Herald. 

Faul. Your faithful subject 1, a gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonshire ; and eldést son, 

- J suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 

A soldier, by the honoursgiving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion, knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou? 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge. 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Faul. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known;. and, as I think, one father: 

_ But, for the pees y knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o’er to heaven, and to my mother : 
Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame thy 
mother, 
And wouad her honour with this diffidence. 

Faul. 1, madam? no, I have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother’s plea, and none of mine :— 
The which if he can prove, ’a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year: 

Heaven guard my mother’s honour and my land! 
K. John. A good blunt fellow.—W hy, being younger 
born 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Faul. 1 know not why, except to get the land— 
But once he slander’d me with bastardy: 
~ But whether I be as true begot or no, 
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That still I lay upon my mother’s head ; 

But that J am as well begot, my hege,— 

Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !— 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this son like him;— 
O, old sir Robert, father, on my knee 

4 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

“K, John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heaven lent 

us here ! 

Eli, He hath a trick of Coeur-de lion’s face; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
Yn the large composition of this man? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard.—Sirrah, speak, 
What doth move you toclaim your brother’s land ? 

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv’d, 
Your brother did employ my father much ;— 

Foul, Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land ; 
Your tale must be, how he employ’d my mother. 

Rob. And once despatch’d him in an embassy 
‘To Germany, there, with the emperor, 

To treat of high affairs touching that time : 

‘The advantage of his absence took the king, 
And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s ; 
Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of seas and shores- 
Between my father and my mother lay, 

As I have heard my father speak himself, 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by. will bequeath’d 

His lands to me; and took it on his death, 

That this, my mother’s son, was none of his; 
And, if he were, -he came into the world 

Fall fourteen weeks before the course of time :— 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father’s land, as was my father’s will. 
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K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him: 
And, if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives.— 
Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 
Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no force 
To dispossess that child, which is not his? . 
Faul. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 
Eli. Whether hadst thou rather, be a Faulcon- 
bridge, 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence, and no land beside? 
Faul. Madam, and if my brother had my shape 
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods ; 
My arms such eel-skins stuff’'d; my face so thin ; 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
’Would I might never stir from off this place, 
id give it every foot to have this face ; 
1 would not be sir Nob in any case. 
Eli, I like thee well :—Wilt thou forsake thy for- 
tune, 
Bequeathe thy land to him, and follow me? 
J am a soldier, and now bound to France. 
Faul. Brother, take you my land, Ill take my 
chance ;— 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year; 
Yet sell your face for five pence, and ’*tis dear.— 
Madam, Ill follow you unto the death. 
Eli. Nay, | would have you go before me thither. 
Faul. Qur country manners give our betters 
way. 
i. John. What is thy name? 
Faul. Philip, my liege; so is my name begun ; 
Philip, good old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 
B3 
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i. John. From henceforth bear his name, whose 
form thou bear’st; 
Kneel thou down, Philip, but rise up more great; 
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 
Faul. Brother, by the mother’s side, give me your 
hand; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land :— 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, sir Robert was away ! 
K. Joln. Go, Faulconbridge ! now hast thou thy 
desire, 
A landless knight makes thee a landed ’squire.— 
[Eat Roperr FauLconpriDGE#, 
Come, madam, and come, Richard: we must speed 
For France, for France; for it is more than need. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 
[Exeunt all but FauLCcoNBRIDGE- 
Faul. A foot of honour better than I was ; : 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :— 
* Good den, sir Richard’—“ God-a-mercy, fellow!” 
And if his name be George, I7]l call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names.— 
But who comes in such haste? 
What woman post is this? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ?— 
O me, it is my mother. 


Enter Lady Fautconeripcr, and GURNEY. 


How now, good lady? 
What brings you here to court so hastily ? 
L. Faul. Where is that slave, thy brother? where 
is he? 
‘That holds in chase mine honour wp and down? 
Faul. My brother Robert? old sir Robert’s son? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it sir Robert’s son, that you seek so? 
L, Faul Sir Robert’s son! Ay, thou unreverend boy, 
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Sir Robert’s son: Why scorn’st thou at sir Robert ? 
He is sir Robert’s son, and so art thou. 

Faul. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave ; a 

while ? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Faul. Philip ?—sparrow !—James, 

There ’s toys abroad; anon I'll tell thee more. 

[Ewit GURNEY 
Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son; 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good Friday, and ne’er broke his fast: 
Sir Robert could do well;—marry,—to confess,— 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it; 
We know his handy-work:—Therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholden for these limbs? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

L. Faul. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain should’st defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ? 

Faul. Knight, knight, good mother:—Basilisco- 

like |— 
What! Tam dubb’d! I have it on my shoulder.— 
But, mother, [ am not sir Robert’s son; 
1 have disclaim’d sir Robert, and my land: 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father: 
Some proper man, I hope :—Who was it, mother ? 

L. Faul. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulconbridge ? 

Faul. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

L, Faul. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy fa- 

ther: 
By bong and vehement suit I was seduc’d 
To make room for him in my husband’s bed ; 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence :— 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge! 

Faul. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 

Madam, I would not wish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 
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And so doth yours; your fault was not your folly: 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, 
Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 
May easily win a woman’s. Ah, my mother, 
With all my heart [ thank thee for my father! 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When I was got, I’ll send his soul to hell.— 
Come, lady, { will show thee to my kia; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
‘Téthou hadst said him nay, it had been sin: 

Vho says, it was, he lies; I say, ’t was not. 
[ Exeunt. 


END OF ACT I. 


ACT If. 
SCENE, 


France. 
The Walls of Angiers. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. | 


Enier Paitip, King of France, Lewis, the Dauphin, 
Arruur, Constance, the Archduke of Austria, 
French Herald, Gentlemen, a Trumpet, and Guards. 

__K, Phil. Bevore Angiers well met, brave Austria.— 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 

Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart, 
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And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave; 

And, for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth, Heaven shall forgive you Coeur-de lion’s 

death, 
The rather, that you give his offspring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 
L give you welcome with a powerless hand, , 
But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy! Who would not do thee right ? 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love ; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d shore, 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides, 
Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 

And confident from foreign purposes, 

Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy, 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Con. O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s thanks, 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength, 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift their 

swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 
K,. Phil. Well then, to work; our cannon shall be 
bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town.— 
We’il lay before this town our royal bones, 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 


J 
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Con. Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with blood : 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That rightin peace, which here we urge in war ; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood, 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

[A Thumpet sounds.| _ 

K. Phil. A wonder, lady !—Lo, upon thy wish, 

Our mesenger Chatillon is arriv’d.— 


Enter Cuariiton, and French Gentlemen. 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord; 
Chatillon, speak. 

Cha. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege, 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands, 
Hath put himself in arms; the adverse winds, 
Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I: 
With him along is come the mother-queen, 
An Até, stirring him to blood and strife ; 
With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a bastard of the king’s deceas’d ; _ 
And all the unsettled humours of the land :— 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er, 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 
To do offence and scath in Christendom.— 
[4 March at a distance. | 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand, 
To parley, or to fight; therefore, prepare. 
kk. Phil. How much unlook’d for is this expedition ! 
[A March.] 
Enter King Joun, Fautconsripcr, ELinor, SALis- 
BURY, BriancH, PEMBROKE, Essex, HvuBERT, 
English Herald, Gentlemen, a Trumpet, and Guards. 


K. John. Peace be to France; f France in peace 
permit 
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Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven ! 
K. Phil. Peace be to England ; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace !|— 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ;— 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 
And this his son: England was Geffrey’s right, 
And this is Geffrey’s: In the name of heaven, 
How comes it then, that thou art call’d a king, 
When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou o’er-masterest ? 
K. Join. From whom hast thou this great commis- 
sion, France, 
To draw my answer from thy articles ? 
_K. Phil, From that supernal Judge, that stirs good. 
thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority, 
To look into the blots and stains of right : 
That Judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong. 
K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 
K. Phil. Excuse: it is to beat usurping down. 
Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France? 
Con. Let me make answer ;—thy usurping son. 
Arth. Good my mother, peace! 
I would that I were low laid in my grave ; 
I am not worth this coil, that’s made for me. 
Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
weeps. / 
Con. His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s 
shames, 
Draw those heaven-moving peavls from his poor eyes, 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib’d 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 
Eli. Thou monstrous-slanderer of heaven and earth ! 
Aust. Peace! ; 
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Faul. Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 

Faul. One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An ’a may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard ; 
T’7ll smoke your skin- coat, an [ catch you right ; 
Sirrah, look to’t; i > faith, I will, i faith. 

K. Phil. King ‘John, this is the very sum of all,— 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do T claim of thee : 
Wilt : thou resign them, and lay down thy arms? 

K. John. My life as soon :—I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand; 
And, out of my dear love, 17ll give thee more 
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win. 

ik. Phil. Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers; let us hear them speak, 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s, or John’s. 


[The French Trumpet sounds a Parley.| 
Enter Citizens upon the Walls. 


Cit. Who is it, that hath warn’d us to the walls ? 
kK. Phil. ’T is France, for England. 
kK. John, England, for itself: 
You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,— 
K. Phil. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s sub- 
jects, 
Our sihipet call’d you to this gentle parle. 
K. John. For our advantage ;—therefore, hear us * 
first.-~ 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, 
Have hither march’d to your endamagement : 
All preparation for a bloody siege, 
And merciless proceeding by these French, 
Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 
But, on the sight of us, your lawful king, 
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Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle : . 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire, - 
To make a shaking fever in your walls, 
They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke, 
To make a faithless error in your ears ; 
Which trust accordingly, kind citizens, 
And let us in, your king, whose labour’d spirits, 
Forweary’d in this action of swift speed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 
K. Phil. When I have said, make answer to us 
both. 
Lo, in this right hand, 
Stands young Plantagenet ; 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And king o’er him, and all that he enjoys: 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town; 
Being no further enemy to you, 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppressed child, 
Religiously provokes. 
Then tell us, shall your city call us lerd, 
In that behalf which we have challeng’d it ? 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 
And stalk in blood to our possession ? 
Cit. In brief, we are the king of England’s sub- 
jects ; 
For ie and in his sews we hold this town. 
K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 
Cit. That can we not: but he that proves theking, 
To him will we prove loyal; till that time, 
Have we ramm/’d up our gates against the world. 
K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
king? 
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses, 
‘Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s breed,— 
Faul. Bastards, and else. 
K. John, To verify our title with their lives. 
c 
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K. Phil. As many, and as well-born bloods as 
those,— 
Faul. Some bastards too. 
K. Phil. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. 
Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest, 
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both. 
K. John. Then heaven forgive the sin of all those 
souls, 
That to their everlasting residence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king ! 
K. Phil. Amen, amen!—Mount, chevaliers! to 
arms ! 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 
[Exeunt all but Austria, and FauLCONBRIDGE. 
Faul. Saint George, that swing’d the dragon, and 
e’er since 
Sits on his horseback, at mine hostess’ door, 
Teach us some fence !—Sitrah, were I at home, 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 
I’d set an ox-head to your lion’s hide, 
And make a monster of you. 
Aust. Peace; no more. 
Faul. O, tremble; for you hear the lion roar. 
[Ewveunt Austria, and FAULCONBRIDGE. 


[ dlarums. | 


Enter French Herald with a Trumpet, who sounds a 
Parley. 


F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Mauch work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie seatter’d on the bleeding ground; 
While victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, 
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To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England’s king and yours. 


Enter English Herald, with a Trumpet, who sounds a 
Parley. 


E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
bells; 
King John, your king and England’s, doth approach, © 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 
Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march’d forth ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English all with purpled hands, 
Dy’d in the dying slaughter of their foes : 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 
Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold, 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured ; : 
Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer’d 
blows : 
One must prove greatest ; while they weigh so even, 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 
[A Charge.] 


Enter the two Kings, with their Powers, as before. 


kK. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast 
away? 

Say, shall the current of our right run on? 

K. Phil. England, thou hast not sav’d one drop of 
. blood, 
In this hot trial, more than we of France: 
Rather lost more. And by this hand I swear, 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms, 
Well on thee down, ’gainst whom these arms we 

ear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead. 
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Faul. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of king's is set on fire ! 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry, havock, kings! back to the stained field, 
You equal potents, firy kindled spirits ! 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other’s peace; till then, blows, blood, and death ! 
K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit ? 
K. Phil. Speak, citizens, for England ; who’s your 
king ? 
Cit. The king of England, when we know the king. 
KK, Phil. Know him in us, that here hold up his 
right. 
kk. John. In us, that are our own great deputy ; 
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 
Cit. A greater power than we, denies all this ; 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates. 
Faul. By heaven, these scroyles of Angicrs flout 
you, kings; 
Your royal presences be rul’d by me: 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 
By east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths ; 
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
That done, dissever your united strengths, 
And part your mingled colours’ once again ; 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point : 
Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 
To whom in favour she shall give the day, 
And kiss him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states ? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 
K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above our 
heads, 
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I like it well; France, shall we knit our powers, 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Then, after, fight who shall be king of it? 

K. Phil. Let it be so:—Say, where will youassault ? 

K. John. We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city’s bosom. 

‘dust. 1 from the north. 

K. Phil. Our thunder from the south 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Faul. O prudent discipline! From north to south; 
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth :— 
I'll stir them to it:—Come, away, away ! 

Cit. Hear us, great kings: Vouchsafe awhile to stay, 
And I shall show you peace, and fair-fac’d league ; 
Win you this city without stroke, or wound. 
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour; we are bent to hear. 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 
Is near to England: Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
O, two such silver currents, when they join, 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in: 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings, 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 
This union shall do more than battery can, 
To our fast-closed gates: 
Without this match, 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion; no, not death himself 

- In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 

Faul. Here’s a stay, 
That shakes the rotten carcass of old death. 
Out of his rags! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and seas; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs! 
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What cannoneer begot this lusty blood? 
Zounds! I was never so bethump’d with words 
Since I first call’d my brother’s father, dad. 
Cit. Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town? 
K. Phil. What say’st thou, boy? look in the lady’s 
face. 
_Lew. I do, my lord; andin her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The shadow of myself, 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 


[King Joun and King Purp talk apart. 


Faul. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye !— 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow! 
And quarter’d in her heart !—he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor: This is pity now, 
That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter’d, there should 
be, 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 
K. John. What say these young ones? What say 
you, my niece? 
Blan. That she is bound in honour still to do, 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 
K. John. Speak then, prince dauphin; can you love 
this lady? 
Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 
K. John. Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 
Kk. Phil. It likes us well;—Young princes, close 
your hands. 
Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made.— 
[Exeunt Citizens. 
{s not the lady Constance in this troop? 


Lew. She is sad and passionate at your highness’ 
tent. 
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K. Phil. Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? 


[ The Citizens open the Gates, and enter, to pre- 
sent the Keys of the Town.] 
K. John. We will heal up all: 
For we ’ll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne. 
And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of.—Call the lady Constance, 
Some speedy messenger ; bid her repair 
To our solemnity.— [Exit SALISBURY. 
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, ; 
To this unlook’d-for, unprepared pomp. 


[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.) 
{Exeunt all but FauLconsridGE. 


Faul. Mad world! mad kings! mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part: 
And France, whose armour conscience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 
As heaven’s own soldier, rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil, 
That smooth-fae’d gentleman, tickling commodity,— 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid, 
From a resolv’d and honourable war, 
To a most base and vile concluded peace.— 
And why rail I on this commodity? 
But for because he hath not woo’d me yet : 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 
When his fair angels would salute my palm; 
But for my hand as unattempted yet, 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles [ am a beggar, I will rail, 
And say,—there is no sin, but to be rich; 
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And being rich, my virtue then shall be, 

To say,—there is no vice, but beggary : 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 
Gain, be my lord; for I will worship thee! [ Exit. 


END OF ACT II. 


ACT Iti. 
SCENE I. 


France. 


The French King’s Tent. 


Enter AntHuUR, ConsTaNcE, and SALIsBURY. 


Con. Gone to be married! gone to swear a peace! 
False blood to false blood join’d! Gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch? and Blanch those provinces? 
It is not so; thou hast mis-spoke, mis-heard; 

I have a king’s oath to the contrary.— 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 
Then speak again; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true? 

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them false, 
That gave you cause to prove my saying true. 

Con. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die. 

Lewis marry Blanch! O, boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ?— 
Fellow, be gone; | cannot brook thy sight. 
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to 
bat 


rth. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 

Con. If thou, that bid’st me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, 
Patch’d with foul moles, and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content : 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth,—dear boy !— 
Nature and fortune join’d to make thee great: 
Of nature’s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast, 
And with the half-blown rose: but fortune, O! 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words; or get thee gone, 
And leave those woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to underbear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 
T may not go without you to the kings. 

Con. Thou may’st, thot shalt, I will not ¢o with thee: 
1 will instruct my soriuwe to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 
To me, and to the state of my great grief, 
Let kings assemble ; for my grief’s so great, 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here I and sorrow sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

'[ Throws herself on the ground.] 


[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


Enter King Jonn, King Puitip, Lewis, Bianca, 
Austria, Extnor, FAULCONBRIDGE, CHATILLON, 
Pemproke, Essex, Husert, English Herald, 
French Herald, English and French Gentlemen, 
and Guards. 


K. Phil. ’T is true, fair daughter; and this blessed 
day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival ; 
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The yearly course, that brings this day about, - 
Shall never see it but a holy-day. 

Con. [Rising.] A wicked day, and not a holy day !— 
What hath this day deserv’d ? what hath it done; 
That it in golden letters should be set, 

Among the high tides, in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week ; 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury: 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

Kk. Phil. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 

Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty ? 

Con. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit, 
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch’d, and try’d, 
Proves valueless: You are forsworn, forsworn ; 

You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood, 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 

Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppression hath made up this league :— 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur’d kings! 
A widow cries; be husband to me, heavens! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere sun-set, 
Set armed discord ’twixt these perjur’d kings ! 
Hear me, O, hear me! 

Aust. Lady Constance, peace. 

Con. War! war! no peace! peace is to me a war. 
O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 

coward: 
Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
Thou fortune’s champion, that dost never fight, 
But when her humourous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! 
Thou cold-blooded slave, 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 
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- Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame, 
And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs. 
Aust. O, that a man should speak those words to 
me! 
Faul. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 
Aust. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Faul. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 


K. John, We like not this! thou dost forget thyself. 
[A Trumpet sounds. | 


Enter Cardinal PanDULPH, attended. 


K. Phil. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 
Pan. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven !— 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
i Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 
And from pope Innocent the legate here, 
Do, in his name, religiously demand, 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force per force, 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 
This, in our ’foresaid holy father’s name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 
K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale; and, from the mouth of England, 
Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 
But as we, under heaven, are supreme head, 
So, under him, that great supremacy, 
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Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope; all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp’d authority. 
K. Phil. Brother of England, you blaspheme in 
this. 
K. John. Though you, and all the kings of Chris- 
tendom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself ; 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led, 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish; 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pan. Then, by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand curs’d and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to a heretick; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 
Con. O, lawful let it be, 
That 1 have leave with Rome to curse awhile ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen, 
To my keen curses; for, without my wrong, 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
Pan. Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 
Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 
Faul. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant limbs. 
Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs, 
Because— 
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Faul. Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the cardinal ? 

Con. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

K. Phil. Good reverend father, make my person 
yours, 

And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit : 

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood, 

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet ? 

My reverend father, let it not be so: 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 

Some gentle order; and then we shall be bless’d 

To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pan. All form is formless, order orderless, 

Save what is opposite to England’s love. 

Therefore, to arms! be champion of our church! 

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 

A mother’s curse, on her revolting son. 

France, thou may’st hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 
K. Phil. 1 may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 
Pan. So mak’st thou faith an enemy to faith; 

O, let thy vow 

First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d ; 

That is, to be the champion of our church! 

If not, then know, 

The peril of our curses light on thee, 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But, in despair, die under their black weight. 

Aust. Rebellion, flat rebellion! 
Faul. Will ’t not be? 

Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine? 
Lew. Father, to arms! 

Blan, Upon thy wedding-day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 

What! shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d mea? 

O husband, hear me !—Even for that name, 
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Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 
Con. O, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
‘Thou virtuous dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven. 
Blan. Now shall I see thy love: What motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 
Con. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour ! 
Lew. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 
Pan. 1 will denounce a curse upon his head. 
K. Phil. Thou shalt not need: —England, I'll fall 
from thee. 
Con. O fair return of banish’d majesty ! 
K. John. France, thou shalt: rue this hour within 
this hour. 
Cousin, go draw our puissance together.— 
[Eat FavuLCONBRIDGE. 
France, 1 am burn’d up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition, 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and dearest-valu’d blood of France. 
K. Plul. Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 
K. John. No more than he that threats,—To arms 
let ’s hie ! 
[A Charge.} 
[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 
France. 
4 Field of Battle. 
[ dlarums.] 


Enter FAULCONBRIDGE. 


Faul. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous 
hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, 
And pours down mischief. 
[4 Charge.} 


Enter AUSTRIA. 


[FAULCONBRIDGE and Austria engage; FauL~ 
CONBRIDGE drives Austria off the Stage, and 
presently re-enters, with the Lion’s Skin in his 
hand. 

Faul. Austria’s head lie there ; 
While Philip breathes. 
[4 Charge.} 


Enter King Joun, Arruur, English Gentlemen, and 
HUusBeErt. 


K. John. Hubert, keep this boy ; 
[Eveunt Huserr, and ARTHUR. 
Philip, make up; 
-My mother is assailed in our tent, 
And ta’en, I fear. 
Faul. My lord, I rescu’d her ; 
Her highness is in safety, fear you not: 
But on, my liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. 
[4 Charge. | 
[ Exeunt.. 
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SCENE ITI. 


France. 
Another Part of the Field. 
[4 Retreat sounded.] 


Enter King Joun, Arruur, Evinor, Fauxcon- 
BRIDGE, PemBroxk, Essex, SALIsBURY, HUBERT, 
English Gentlemen, English Herald, and Guards. 


KK. John. So shall it bes your grace shall stay be- 
hind, ' [To Exrnor.] 
So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad: 
(To Arruur.] 
Thy grandam loves thee; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 
Arth. O, this will make my mother die with grief. 
K. John. Cousin, away for England ; haste before : 
[To FauLconpRIDGE. | 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots; imprisoned angels 
Set at liberty :the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon: © 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 
Faul. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me 
back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness :—Grandam, I will pray, 
If ever I remember to be holy, 
For your fair safety; so I kiss your hand. 
Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin. 
KK. John. Coz, farewell. [Hatt FauLconprince. 
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark, a word. 
Taking AnTHUR aside.} 
K. John. Come hither, Hubert.—O my gentle 
Hubert, ' 
We owe thee much, within this wall of flesh 
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There is a soul counts thee her creditor,» 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,— 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 
Hub. Tam much bounden to your majesty. 
K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so 
yet: 
But thou shalt have: and creep time ne’er so slow, 
Yet it shall come, for me to do. thee good.. 
J had a thing to say,—But let it go: 
The sun is in the heaven; and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world,. 
Ts all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 
To give me audience :—If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night; 
If this same were a church-yard where we stand,, 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spirit, Melancholy, 
Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ;— 
Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that ideot, Laughter, keep men’s eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes :— 
Or if that thou could’st see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
“Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ;: 
Then, in despight of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 
But, ah! I will not :—Yet, I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov’st me well. 
Hub,. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
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Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heaven, I ’d do’t. 

K. John. Do not I know, thou would’st ?— 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: Ill tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very serpent in my way; 
And, wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me. Dost thou understand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

‘Hub, And 1’ll keep him so, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John. Death. 

Hub. My lord? 

K. John. A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough.— 

I could be merry now.—Hubert, I love thee !— 
Well, I7ll not say what I intend for thee.— 
Remember.—Madam, fare you well : 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 

El. My blessing go with thee ! 

[Exeunt Evinor, and English Gentlemen. 

K. John. For England, cousin ; 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty.—On, toward Calais, ho !— 
Hubert, remember.— 


[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 


[Eweunt King Joun, Huperr, Arruur, the 
Lords, Gentlemen, Herald, and Guards. 
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SCENE IV. 


France. 
The French Court. 
Enter Lewis, King Purp, and PANDULPH. 


K. Phil. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter’d, and disjoin’d from fellowship. 
Pan. Courage and comfort ; all shall yet go well. 
K. Phil. What can go well, when we have run so 
ill? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost? 
Arthur ta’en prisoner ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O’erbearing interruption ?— 
Look, who comes here! a grave untoa soul; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 
In the vile prison of afflicted breath :— 


Enter ConsTANcE. 


I pr’ythee lady, go away with me. 
Con. Lo, now, now see the issue of your peace ! 
K. Phil, Patience, good lady! Comfort, gentle 
Constance! 

Con. No, 1 defy all counsel, all redress, 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death :—O, amiable, lovely death ! 
Come, grin on me; and [ will think thou smil’st, 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love, 

O, come to me! 

A. Phil. O fair affliction, peace. 

Con. No, no, I will not, having breath to ery +~ 
“O, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth } 
Then with a passion would [ shake the world; 

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 
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Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice,, » 
Which scorns a modern invocation. 
Pan. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 
Con. Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
I am not mad: this hair I iear, is mme; 
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey’s wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost 5 
IT am not mad ;—I would to heaven, I were!) 
For then, ’*t is like, I should forget myself : 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget !— 

K. Phil. Bind up those tresses, 

Con. To England, if you will. 

K. Phil. Bind up your hairs. 

Con. O, father cardinal, I have heard you say, 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven ;: 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male-child, 
‘To him that did but yesterday suspire, 

There was not such a gracious creature born. 

/ But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit; 

And so he ’ll die; and, rising so again,, 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven, 
T shall not know him: therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pan. You hold too heinous a respect of grief, 

Con. He talks to me, that never had a son. 

kK, Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 

Con. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have [reason to be fond of grief. 
~ Fare you well; had you such a loss as I, 
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1 could give better comfort than you do.— 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

When there is such disorder in my wit. 

O Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure ! 

[Eat ConsTancn, 
K. Phil. I fear some outrage, and 1’il follow her. 
[| Ext# King Prirre, 
Lew. There ’s nothing in this world, can make me 
oy: 

Life is - tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 

And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s taste, 

That it yields naught, but shame and bitterness, 

Pan. Before the curing of a strong disease, 

Even in the instant of repair and health, 

The fit is strongest ; evils, that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil : 

What have you lost by losing of this day ? 

Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness, 
Pan. If you had won it, certainly you had, 

John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it cannot be, 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s veins, 

The misplac’d John should entertain an hour, 

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall. 
Lew. But what shall I gain by young Arthur’s fall? 
Pan. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife, 

May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

- Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur’s 
life, 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment, 

Pan, O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach, 

If that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at that news he dies: and then the hearts 

Of all his people shall revolt from him, 


38 KING JOHN. 


Go with me to the king: ’T is wonderful, 
What may be wrought out of their discontent. 
Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions: Let us 


§93 
If you say, Ay, the king will not say, No. 
[ Exeunt the Cardinal, and Lewis. 


END OF ACF Ill. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 
England. 


A Room in a Castle. 


Enter Huser, with Irons in his hand, and two 
Executioners. 


Hub. Hear me these irons hot: and, look thou 
stand 


Within the arras ; when IJ strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth; 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me :— 
Be heedful :—hence, and watch. 
Exec. I hope, your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly scruples! Fear not you:—look 
to °t,— [Exeunt Executioners. 
Young lad, come forth; I have to say with you, 


Enter ARTHUR. 


Arih. Good morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 
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Arth, As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince,) as may be.—You are sad. 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

_Arth. Mercy on me! 
Methinks, nobody should be sad but I: 
Yet, | remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 
Only for wantonness. By my christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be as merry as the day is long ; 
And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me: 
He is afraid of me, and I of him: 
Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son? 
No, indeed, is ’t not: And I would to heaven, 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. 

Arth. Are yousick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick ; 

That I might sit all night, and watch with you: 
J warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take possession of my bosom.— 
Read here, young Arthur.—[ Gives him a Warrant. | 
How now, foolish rheum !— 

I must be brief; lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.— 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Hub. Young boy, I must. 

Arth, And wiil you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth, Have you the heart? When your head did 

but ake, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
{The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 
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And I did never ask it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still, and anon cheer’d up the heavy time ; 
Saying, What lack you? and, Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man’s son would have lain still, 
And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it, cunning: Do, and if you will: 
If heaven be pleas’d that you must use me ill, 
Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eyes ? 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall, 
So much as frown on you ? 
Hub. J have sworn to do it; 
And with hot irons must I burn them out. 
Arth. And if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ’d him: no tongue, but Hu- 
bert’s. 
Hub. Come forth.— 
[HUBERT stamps, and the Executioners enter 
with the irons, and cords. 
Do as I bid you. 
Arth, QO, save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes are 
out, 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iron, | say, and bind him here. 
4rth, Alas, what need you be so boist’rous rough ? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven’s sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert! drive these men away, 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
. | will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly: 
‘Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 
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Hub. Go, stand within; let me alone with him. 
Ewec.. 1 am best pleas’d to be from such a deed. 
{Exeunt Executioners, 
Arth. Alas! I then have chid away my friend : 
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart :— 
Let him come back, ‘that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. 
Arth. Is there no remedy? 
Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 
Arth, O heaven!—that there were but a mote in 
yours, 
A grain, adust, a gnat, a wand’ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are boist’rous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promise? Go to, hold your 
tongue. 
Arth. Let me not hold my tongue; let me not 
Hubert! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes: O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though tono use, but still to look on you! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 
Hub. I can heat it, boy. 
Arth. No, i good sooth; the fire is dead with 
grief; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out, 
And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth, And if you do, you will but make it blush, 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert, 
Hub. 1 will not touch thine eyes, 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes, 
Arth. O, now you look like Hubert! all this while 
You were disguised. 
Hub. Peace: no more; 
E 
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Your uncle must not know but you are dead.— 
1’ll fill these dogged spies with false reports: 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth. O heaven !—I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence; no more: Go closely in with me; 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


England. 
The Palace. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.) 


King Joun upon lus Throne, Essex, PEmMBroxr, 
Sauispury, and English Gentlemen, discovered. 


K. John. Here once again we sit, once again 
crown’d, 
And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pem. This once again, but that your highness pleas’d, 
Was once superfluous: you were crown’d before, 
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off; 

The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 

ith any long’d for change, or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess’d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before, 

\ To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
Js wasteful and ridiculous excess.) 

K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess’d you with, and think them strong :— 
Meantime, but ask 
What you would have reform’d, that is not well; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear, and grant you, your requests. 
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Sal. Then I, as one that am the tongue of these, 
Request 
‘The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent. 
That the time’s enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 
‘That you have bid us ask his liberty. 

K. John. Let it be so; 1 do commit his youth 
To your direction.— 


Enter Husert. 


Hubert, what news with you? 
Pem. This is the man, should do the bloody deed. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast. 
Sal. The colour of the kmg doth come and go, 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 
KK. John, We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand. 
[ Exit Huperr. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand ts gone and dead: 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas’d to-night. 
Ess. Indeed, we fear’d; his sickness was past cure. 
Pem. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
‘This must be answer’d, either here, or hence. 
Ki. Jolin. Why do you bend such solemn brows on me? 
/Think you, } bear the shears of destiny ? 
‘Have | commandment on the pulse of life ? 
Sal. {tis apparent foul play; and ’t is shame, 
That greatness should so grossly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell. 
[Exeunt Essex, PeEmproke, and Saxisnury. 
K. John. They burn in indignation.—I repent ; 
‘There is no sure foundation set on blood :— 
No certain life achiev’d by others’ death.— 
[Exeunt King Jounx, and English Gentlemen. 
E2 
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SCENE III. 
England. 


A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King Joun, meeting the Enghsh Herald. 


KK. John. A fearful eye thou hast! Where is that 
blood, 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ?>— 
How goes all in France? 
4. Her. From France to England.—Never such a 
power, 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levy’d in the body of a land ! 
The copy of your speed is learn’d by them, 
For, when you should be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arriv’d. 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it slept?) Where is my mother’s care, 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it? 
. EE. Her. My liege, her ear 
Is stopp’d with dust: the first of April, died 
Your noble mother: And, as I hear, my lord, 
The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before. 
, K. John. What, mother! dead? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv’st out are landed here ? 
E. Her, Under the dauphin. 
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 
With these ill tidings :— 


Enter FauLCONBRIDGE. 


Now, what says the world 
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To your proceedings? Do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news; for it is full. 
Faul. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst, 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 
[ Gomg.] 
K. John. Bear with me, cousin: for I was amaz’d 
Under the tide; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 
Faul. How | have sped among the clergymen, 
‘The sums I have collected shall express. 
But, as I travell’d hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasy’d, 
Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
K. John. O, my gentle cousin, ‘ 
Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arriv’d ? 
Faul. The French, my lord; men’s mouths are full 
of it: 
Besides, I met lord Essex and lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 
KK. John. Gentle kinsman, go, 
And thrust thyself into their companies : 
I have a way to win their loves again. 
Bring them before me. 
Fraul. I will seek them out. 
K. John. Nay, but make haste; the better foot 
before.— 
O, let me have no subjects enemies, 
When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion ! 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 
And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 
Foul. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 


[Exit FAULCONBRIDGE. 
ES 
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K. John. Go after him; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 
And be thou he. [ Eat the English Herald. 
K. John. My mother dead !— 


Enter Huperr. 


Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen to- 
night ; 
Four fixed; and the fifth did whirl about 
‘The other four, in wondrous motion. 
K. John. Five moons? 
Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously : 
Young Arthur’s death is common in their mouths: 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wrist ; 
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a taylor’s news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
That were embatteled and rank’d in Kent : 
Another lean unwash’d artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 
KK. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me with these 
fears ? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death ? 
Thy hand hath murder’d him: I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 
Hub. Had none, my lord! why, did not you pro- 
voke me? 
K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant | 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 
And, on the winking of authority, 
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To understand a law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour, than advis’d respect. 
_ Hub. Uere is your hand and seal for what I did. 
A. John. O, when the last account ’twixt heaven 
and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation !— 
* How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done! Hadest not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d, 
Quoted, and sign’d to do a deed of shame, 
‘This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorred aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 
1 faintly proke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 
And thoy, to be endeared to a king, 
Mad’st it no conscience to destroy a priné€? 
Hub. My lord,— 
K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made 
a pause, 
When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 
Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, 
And bid me tell my tale in express words ; 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 
And didst in signs again parley with sin; 
Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 
And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name,— 
Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 
Hub. This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood : 
Within this bosom never enter’d yet 
The dreadful motion of a murd’rous thoughts 
And you have slander’d nature in my form, 
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Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 
Young Arthur is alive. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee to the 

peers, 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature: for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art.— 
O, answer not, but to my closet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste. 
[Exeunt King Joun, and Huperr. 


SCENE HA {J 


England. 
The Gates of a Castle. 


Enter Anruur on the walls of the Castle. 


Arth, The wall is high: and yet will I leap down: 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not!— 
Yam afraid; and yet Ill venture it. 
If 1 get down, and do not break my limbs, 
1’l) find a thousand shifts to get away: 
As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. 

[Leaps down. | 
O me! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones: — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! 
[ Dies. ] 

Enter SALIsBury, with Letters, PEMBROKE, and Essex. 


Sal, Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmund’s-bury ; 
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It is our safety, and we must embrace 
‘This gentle offer of the perilous time. 
Pem. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 
»Sal. Count Chatillon, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private with me, of the dauphin’s love, 
Is much more general than these lines import. 
Ess. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 


Enter FauLCONBRIDGE. 


Faul. Once more to-day well met, distemper’d 
lords ! 
The king, by me, requests your presence straight. 
Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of us ; 
We’ll not attend the foot, 
‘That leaves the print of blood where’er it walks : 
Return, and tell him so; we know the worst. 
Faul. Whate’er you think, good words, I think, 
were best. 
Ess. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 
Faul. But there is little reason in your grief ; 
Therefore, ’t were reason, you had manners now. 
Pem. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 
Faul. ’T is true; to hurt his master, no man else. 
Sal. This is the prison:—What is he lies here ? 
[Seeing ARTHUR. | 
Pem. O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 
Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done, 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 
_ Ess. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a grave, 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you be- 
held, ; 
Or have you read, or heard,—or could you think,— 
Or do you almost think, although you sce, 
That you do see ?—This is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 


50 KING JOHN. 


That ever wall-ey’d wrath, or staring rage, 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Faul. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ?— 
We had a kind of light, what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand ; 
‘The practice, and the purpose, of the king :— 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 
And breathing to this breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow; 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 
Till I have set a glory to this head, 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Pem. Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 


Enter Huserr. 


Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you : 

Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you. 
Sal. Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 
Hub. I am no villain. 
Sal. Must I rob the law? [Draws his Sword. ] 
Faul. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 
Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin. 
Hub. [Draws.| Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand 

back, I say ; 

By heaven, I think, my sword ’s as sharp as yours : 

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 

Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 
Sal. Out, dunghill! dar’st thou brave a nobleman? 
Hub. Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 

My innocent life against an emperor. ; 
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Sal. Thou art a murderer. 
Hub. Do not prove me so; 
Yet Iam none :—Whose tongue soe’er speaks false, 
Not truely speaks ; who speaks not truely, lies, 
Pem. Cut him to pieces. 
[Pemsrokk and Essex draw.} 
Faul. ([Draws.] Keep the peace, 1 say. 
Sal. Stand by; or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 
Faul. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury :— 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
1’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; 
Or 1’ so maul you and your toasting-iron, 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 
Sal. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a villain, and a murderer? 
Hub. Lord Salisbury, 1 am none. 
Sal. Who kili’d this prince ? 
Hub. ’T is not an hour since I left him well : 
{ honour’d him, I lov’d him; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss. 
Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villainy is not without such rheum. 
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stifled with this smeli of sin. 
[ Exit SaLispury. 
Ess. Away, toward Bury, to the dauphin there! 
[ Eait Essex, 
Pem. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 
[Exit PEMBROKE, 
- Faul. Here’s a good world !—Knew you of this 
fair work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 
Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 
Hub. Do but hear me, sir: 
Upon my soul,— 
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Faul. If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair, 
And, if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee: a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on: or, would’st thou drown . 
thyself, 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up.— 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 
Hub. Wf Tin act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me !— 
T left him well. 
Faul. Go, bear him in thine arms.— 
Jam amaz’d, methinks; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.— 
Now powers from home, and discontents at home, 
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits, 
As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast, 
The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest.—Bear away that child, 
And follow me with speed; Ill to the king: 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 
[Exveunt FauLconpripce, and Huser, 
bearmg ARTHUR in his arms. 


END OF AC® 1V. 
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SCENE I. 
England. 
The Palace. 


[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 


Ring Joun, Panpurpu, his Attendants, Enghsk 
Gentlemen, and Herald, discovered. 


K. John. Tuus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Pan, Take again, [Gives King Joun the Crown.] 
From this my hand, as holding of the pope, 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Now keep your holy word; go meet the 

French; 

And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches. 

Pan. It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope; 
But, since you are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war, 
And make fair weather in your blustering land. 

[Exit PanDULPH, with Jus Atiendants, 


Enter FauLCoNBRIDGE. 


Faul. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds 
out 
But Dover castle: London hath receiv’d, 
Like a kind host, the dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 
F 
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And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 
K. John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 
Faul. They found him dead, and cast into the 
streets, 
4 An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away. , 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live’. 
Faul. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you dr oop? why, look you sad? 
_ Be great in act, as you have been in thought; —~ 
Let not the arid see fear, and sad distrust, 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 
Be stirring as the time; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threat’ner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror: so’shall inferior eyes, — 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, | 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away: and glister like the god of war, 
When he intendeth to become the field: 
Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 
What, shall they seek the lion in his den? | 
And fright him there, and make him tremble there? 
O, let it not be said !—Forage, and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors; 
And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh. 
K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers 
ed by the dauphin. 
Faul. O inglorious league ! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play orders, and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce, 
‘To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker’d siken wanton, brave our fields, 
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And flesh his spitit in a warlike soil, 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread, 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms; 
Sweep off these base invaders’ from the land : 
And above all, exterminate those slaves, 
Those British slaves, whose prostituted souls, 
Under French banners, move in vile rebellion, 
Against their king, their country, and their God. 
KK. John. Have thou the ordering of this present time. 
Faul, Away then, with good courage; yet, | know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [ Eweunt. 


SCENE II. 


England. 
The Dauphin’s Cump at St. Edmund’s-Bury. 


Enter Lewis, Cuatitton, a Parchment in his hand, 
PEMBROKE, SaLisBury, Essex, French Herald, 
and Guards. 

Lew. Let this be copied out, Chatillon, 

And keep it safe for our remembrance : 

Return the precedent to these lords again ; 

That, having our fair order written down, 

Both they, and we, perusing o’er these notes, 

May know wherefore we took the sacrament, 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides, it never shall be broken. 
_ Lew. Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 

To give us warrant from the, hand of heaven; 

And on our actions set the name of right, 

With holy breath. 


Enter Cardinal Panputru, attended. 


Pan. Hail, noble prince of France! 
The next is this, —King John hath reconcil’d. 
F2 
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Himself to Rome; his spirit is come in, 
That so stood out against the holy church, 
The great metropolis and see of Rome. 
Therefore thy threat’ning colours now wind up, 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war; 
That, like a lion foster’d up at hand, 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back ; 
I am too high-born to be property’d: 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars, 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire 3 
And now ’t is far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land, 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart : 
And you now come to tell me, John hath made 
His peace with Rome. What is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed; 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer’d, must-I back, 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Rome’s slave ? 
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

: [Trumpet sounds. | 

What lasty trumpet thus doth summon us? 


Enter FavLconsridGE, and English Gentlemen. 


Faul. According to the fair-play of the world, 
Let me have audience; I am sent to speak :— 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him; 
And, as you answer, [ do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pan. The dauphin is too wilful-opposite, 

And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 
He flatly says, he ll not lay down his arms, 
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Faul. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d, 
The youth says well :—Now hear our English king ;— 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me ;— 

He is prepar’d, and reason too he should, 

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms, 

From out the circle of his territories. 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 

No: know, the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And, like an eagle o’er his aiery towers, 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.— 

And you degenerate, youingrate, revolts, 

You bloody Neros, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother, England, blush for shame ! 
Lew. We grant, thou canst out-scold us: fare thee 

well ; 

We hold our time too precious, to be spent 

With such a brabbler. 

Pan. Give me leave to speak. 

Faul. No, I will speak. 

Lew. We will attend to neither :— 

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here. 

Fau!. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out : 
And so shallyou, being beaten: Do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d, 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine : 

Sound but another, and another shall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear, 

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder:—for at hand, 

Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need, 

Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits 

A bare ribb’d,death, whose office is, this day 

To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 
Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Faul. And thou shalt find it, dauphin, do not doubt. 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. | [Exeunt, 
BY 
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SCENE IIl. 
England. 
A Field of Batile. 
{ Drums, Trumpets, Shouts, &c.] 


Enter Husert, King Joun, English Gentlemen, and 
Guards. 


K. John. How goes the day with us? O, tell me, 
Hubert. 
Hub. Badly, { fear: How fares your majesty ? 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long, 
Lies heavy on me :—O, my heart is sick ! 


Enter Englhsh Herald. 


E. Her. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulcon- 
bridge, 
Desires your majesty to leave the field ; 
And send him word by me, which way you go. 
K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey - 
there. 
E. Her. Be of good comfort ; fer the great supply, 
That was expected by the dauphin here, 
Are wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now : 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 
[Eat English Herald. 
K. John. Ah me! this tyrant fever burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news.— 
Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight ; 
Weakness possesseth me, and | am faint. [ Eweunt, 
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SCENE IV. 
England. 
The French Camp. 
[dlarums. | 


Enter Satispury, PEMBROKE, and Essex. 


Ess. 1 did not think the king so stor’d with friends. 
Pem. Up once again; put spirit in the French ; 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 
Sal. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 
Pem. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left 
the field. 


Enter CHatiLLon wounded, and led by two French 
Gentlemen. 


Cha. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 
Pem. It is Chatillon. 
Sal. Wounded to death. 
Cha. Fly, noble English ; you are bought and sold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet; 
For, if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you take, 
E’en with the bloody payment of your lives. 
Sal. May this be possible? may this be true? 
Cha. Have I not hideous death within my view ? 
What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit ? 
I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east: 
But even this night, 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire 
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Commend me to one Hubert, with your king ; 
The love of him,—and this respect besides, 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,— 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
Tn lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field : 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 
Sal. We do believe thee:—And beshrew my soul, 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight; 
And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d, 
And calmly run on in obedience, 
Even to our ocean, to our great king John.— 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye.—Away, my friends ! 
[Exeunt, leading off CHAaTILLON. 
[ Drums, Trumpets, §c.] 


SCENE V. 
England. 
A different Part of the French Camp. 
[A Retreat sounded. | 
Enter Lewis, French Gentlemen, and Guards. 


Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loth to 
set ; 
But stay’d, and made the western welkin blush, 
When the English measur’d backward their own 
ground, 
In faint retire: O, bravely came we off, 
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When with avolley of our needless shot, 
After such bloody toil, we bade good night ; 
And wound our tatter’d colours clearly up, 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it !— 


Enter French Herald. 
F. Her. Where is my prince, the dauphin? 
Lew. Here!—What news? 
F. Her. Chatillon is slain ; the English lords, 
By his persuasion, are again fallen off ; 
And your supply, which you have wish’d so long, 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands. 
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news !—Beshrew thy very 
heart ! 
J did not think to be so sad to-night, 
As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said, 
King John did fly, an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 
F. Her. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 
~ Lew. Well; keep good quarter, and good care to- 
night : 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, ~ 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Hxeunt, 
[Drums, Trumpets, &c.] 


SCENE VI. 


England. 
The Entrance to Swinstead Abbey. 


Enter FauLCONBRIDGE, meeting HuBERT. 


Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho! speak quickly. 

Faul. A friend :—What art thou? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Faul. Hubert, 1 think.—What news abroad ? 

Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and herrible. 
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Faul, Show me the very wound of this ill news ; 
Iam no woman, I’ll not swoon at it. 
Hub. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk ; 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out, 
To-acquaint you with this evil. 
Faul. How did he take it? who did taste to him? 
Hub. A monk, I tell you; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king 
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 
Faul. Whom didst thou leave, to tend his majesty ? 
Hub. Why, know you not? ‘The lords are all come 
back, 
And brought prince Henry in their company; 
At whose request the king hath pardon’d them, 
And they are all about his majesty. 
Faul. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven, 
And tempt us not to bear above our power!— 
I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escap’d.— 
Away, before! conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


England. 
The Orchard of Swinstead Abbey. 


Enter English Guards, with torches, Prince Henry, 
and Essex. 
P. Hen, It is too late; the life of all his blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 


EnterSa.isury, and English Gentlemen, with a Couch. 


Sal. His highness yet doth speak; and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air, 
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It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 
P. Hen. Doth he still rage ? 
Sal. Heis more patient 
Than when you left him; even now he sung. 


Enter King Joun, atiended by PEMBROKE, and 
English Gentlemen. 


K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors.— 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust: 
Jama scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 

K. John. Poison’d,—ill fare ;—dead, forsook, cast off: 
And none of you will bid the wmter come, 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course 
Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak‘winds kiss my parched lips, 
And.comfort me with cold. 

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my tears, 
That might relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot.— 
Within me is a hell; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 


Enter FauLtconspripeGe, and Husert. 


Faul. O, Iam scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 
K. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye: 
. The tackle of my heart is crack’d and burn’d; 
_And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
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And then all! this thou seest, is but a clod,: 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faul. The dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him: 
For, in anight, the best part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the washes, all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The King dies.] 

Pem. Youbreathe these dead news in as dead an ear.—~ 
My liege! my lord !—But now a king,—now thus! 

Faul. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind, 
To do the office for thee of revenge ; 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

Ess. At Worcester-must his body be interr’d ; 
For so he will’d it. 

Faul. Thither shall it then. 

And happily may you, sweet prince, put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 
I dou bequeathe my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 


To rest without a spot for evermore. [All kneel.) 
P. Hen, Ihave a kind soul, that would give you 
thanks, 


And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faul. O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs,—— 
This England never did, nor never shall, 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again, 

‘Come the three corners of the world in arms, 

And we shall shock them: Nought shall make us rue, 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Eaeunt omnes, 


THE END. 
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“KING HENRY IV. 


THE FIRST PART, 


AsO ToT. 


SCENE I. 


The Palace in London, 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 


King Henry, Prince Joun of Lancaster, Earl of 
WEsTMORELAND, Sir RicuarpD VERNON, Sir Wat- 
TER Biunt, and other Gentlemen, discovered. 


K. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant. 
No more the thirsty entrants of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood; 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces: 
Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ 
Forthwith a power of English shall we levy, 
To chase these pagans, in those holy fields, 
Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail’d, 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross, 
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But this our purpose now is twelvemonth old, 
And bootless ’t is to tell you—we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now.—Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 
What yesternight our council did decree, 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question, 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight: when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 
Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
And a thousand of his people butchered. 

K. Hen. It seems then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 


West. This, match’d with other, did, my gracious ° 


lord; 

For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import.. 
On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Perey, and brave Archibald, 
‘That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon met, 
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 
As by discharge of their artillery, 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

Kk. Hen. Here is a dear, a true-industrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new-lighted from his horse, 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is discomfited 
On Holmedon’s plains: Of prisoners, Hotspur took 
Mordake the Ear! of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas; and the Earls 
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Of Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable spoil ? 
A gallant prize? ha, cousin,, isit not? 
' West. It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 
K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and mak’st 
me.sin, 
Jn envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so bless’d a son, 
A son, who is the theme of honour’s tongue: 
* Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. Oh, that it could be prov’d 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang’d 
in cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 
And call’d mine—Percy, -his—Plantagenet ! 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 
But let him from my thoughts:—What think you, 
coz’, 
Of this young Percy’s pride? the prisoners, 
Which he in this adventure hath surpris’d, 
To his own use he keeps; and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. : 
West. This is his uncle’s teaching, this is Wor- 
cester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects. 
K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this; 
And, for this cause, a while we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords: 
But come yourself with speed to us again ; 
For more is to be said, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 
{Exeunt King Henry, Prince Joun, Sir R. Ver-. 
won, Sir W. BLunt, Gentlemen, and Ear! of 
WEsTMORELAND. 


~*~] 
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SCENE It. 


An Apartment belonging to the Prince of Waies. 


inter Henry, Prince of Wares, and Sir Joun 
FAatsTaFrF, 


Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of 
old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and 
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast for- 
gotten to demand that truly, which thou wouldst truly 
know. What adevil hast thou to do with the time 
ot the day? Unless hours were cups of sack, and 
minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds; 
see no reason why thou shouldst be so superfiuous, 
to demand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal; for 
we, that take purses, go by the moon and seven stars} 
and not by Phoebus,—he, that wand’ring knight so fair. 
And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when thou art king,— 
us, heaven save thy grace, (majesty, I should say; for 
grace thou wilt have none,) 

P. Hen. What! none? 

Fal. No, by my troth; not so much as will serve 
to be prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen. Well, how then? Come, roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, 
let not us, that are squires of the night’s body, be 
call’d thieves of the day’s beauty; let us be—Diana’s 
foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of the 
moon: And let men say, we be men of good govern- 
ment; being govern’d, as the sea is, by our noble and 
chaste mistress, the moon, under whose countenance 
we steal. 

P, Hen. Thou say’st well; and it holds well too: 
for the fortune of us, that are the moon’s men, doth 
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ebb and flow like the sea; being govern’d, as the sea 
is, by the moon. As, for proof, now: A purse of 
gold most resolutely snatch’d on Monday night, and 
most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning; got with 
swearing—lay by; and spent with crying—bring in: 
now, in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder; 
and, by and by, in as high a flow as the ridge of the 
gallows. 

Fal. By the lord, thou say’st true, lad. And. is. 
not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the 
eastle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of 
durance? 

Fal. How. now, how now, mad wag? what, in thy 
quips, and thy quiddities? What a plague have I ta do- 
with a buff jerkin ? 

P. Hen. Why, what a plague have I to do with 
my. hostess. of the tavern ? 

Fal. Well, thou hast call’d her to a reckoning 
many a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ? 
Fal. No; 1’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid all 
there. ; 

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch; and, where it would not, I have us’d 
my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so us’d it, that, were it not here ap- 
parent that thou art heir apparent,—But, I pr’ythee, 
sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in England 
when thou art king? and resolution. thus fobb’d as it 
is, with the rusty curb of old father antick the law? 
Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief, 

P. Hen. No; thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall I? Orare! By the lord, Ill bea brave. 
judge. - 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already; I mean, thou 
shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become 


arare hangman, 
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Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it jumps 
with my humour, as well as waiting in the court, | 
can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits; whereof the hang- 
man hath no lean wardrobe. ’*Sblood, Iam as me- 
lancholy as a gib cat, or a luge’d bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion; or a lover’s lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

P. Hen. What say’st thou to a hare, or the melan- 
choly of Moor-diteh ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes; and 
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest,—sweet 
young prince,—But, Hal, I pr’ythee, trouble me no 
more with vanity. I would to heaven, thou and I knew 
where a commodity of good names were to be bought! 
An old lord of the council rated me the other day in 
the street about you, sir; but I mark’d himnot: and 
yet he talk’d very wisely; but I regarded him not: 
and yet he talk’d wisely, and in the street too. 

P. Hen. Thou didst well; for wisdom cries out in 
the streets, and no man regards Tt, 

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration ; and att: 
indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much 
harm upon me, Hal,—Heaven forgive thee for it! Be- 
fore I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now am 
1, if a man should speak truly, little better than one of 
the wicked. I must give over this life, and I will give 
it over, by the lord; an I do not, Iam 2 villain: 1711 
be damn’d for never a king’s son in Christendom. 

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, 
Jack? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, 1’Ml make one ; an I do - 
not, call me villain, and. baffle me. 

P. Hen. I seea good amendment of life in thee, 
from praying to purse-taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, ’t is my vocation, Hal ; | is no sin 
for a man to labour in his vocation, 
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Enter Porns. 


P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poms. Good morrow, sweet Hal.—What_ says 
Monsieur Remorse? What says Sir John Sack-and- 
Sugar? But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning 
by four o *clock, early at Gad’s Hill,—There are pil- 
grims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and 
traders riding to London with fat purses: I have vi- 
sors for you all, you have horses for yourselves : 
Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester: I have bespoke 
supper in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure as sleep : 
if you will go, I will stuff your purses full of crowns ; 
if you will not, tarry at home, and be hang’d. 

Fal, Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home, and 
go not, Ill hang you for going. 

Poms. You will, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? : 

P. Hen. Who, Il rob? I a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

Fal. There ’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fellowship in thee ; nor thou cam’st not of the biood 
royal, if thou dar’st not stand for ten shillings. 

P. Hen. Well then, once in my days 1L’ll be a 
mad-cap. 

Fal. Why, that’s well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I’Il tarry at home. 

Fal. By the lord, 17ll be a traitor then, when thou 
art king. 

_P. Hen. I care not. 

Poins. Sir John, I pr’ythee, leave the prince and 
mealone; I will lay him down such reasons for this 
adventure; that he shall go. 

Fal. Well, mayst thou have the spirit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears of profiting ; that what thou 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be be- 
liev’d; that the true prince may, for recreation sake, 
prove ‘a false thief; for the poor abuses of the time 
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want countenance. Farewell: you shall find me in 


Eastcheap. 
P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring! farewell, 
All-hallown summer ! [Eait FaustTarr. 


Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride with 
us to-morrow ; I have a jest to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. T[alstaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gads- 
hill shall rob those men that we have already way- 
laid; yourself and I will not be there: and, when 
they have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, 
cut this head from my shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in setting 
forth ? 

Poins. Why, we will set forth before, or after, them ; 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein. it Is at 
our pleasure to fail; and then will they adventure 
upon the exploit themselves: which they shall have 
no sooner achiev’d, but we ‘Il set upon them. 

P. Hen. Ay; but, ’t is like, that they will know 
us, by our horses, by our habits, and by every other 
appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut! our horses they shalk not see; Ill tie 
them in the wood ; our visors we will change, after we 
_ leave them; and Ihave cases of buckram, for the 
nonce, to inmask our noted outward garments. 

P. Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred eowards as ever turn’d back ; and for the 

third, if he fight longer than he sees reason, 1711 for- 
swear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the in- 
comprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will tell 
us, when we meet at supper; how, thirty, at least, he 
fought with; what wards, what blows, what extre- 
mities he endur’d ; and in the reproof of this, lies the 
jest. 
3p P. Hen. Well, Ill go with thee: provide us all 
things necessary, and meet me in Eastcheap : Farewell, 

Poms, Farewell, my lord. | Exit Porns. 
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P.. Hen. know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’d humour of your idleness: 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun, — 
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
‘To smother up his beauty from ‘the world; 
That, when he please again to be himself, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I néver promised, 
By how much better than my word I am, 
By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; ‘ 
_ And, like bright metal on a sullen ground, ™, 
“ My reformation, glittering ‘o’er my fault, } 
Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
THan that which hath no foil to set it off. 
I’! so offend, to make offence a skill; 


Redeeming time, when men think least I will, 
[ Exit, 


SCENE IIL. 


The Council Chamber. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


King Henry, Prince Jounn, Earl of WEstMorELAND, 
Earl of Worcester, Earl of NonRTHUMBERLAND, 
Horspur, Sir W. Biunt, Sir R. VERNoN, and 
other Gentlemen, discovered. 


K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and temperates 
Unapt to stir at these indignities, 
And you have found me; for, accordingly, 
You tread upon my patience: but, be sure, 
J will from henceforth rather be myself, 
Mighty, and to be fear’d, than my condition, 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down; 
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And therefore lost that title of respect, 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 
Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness too, which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 
North. My lord,—— 
KK. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone; foe I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye : 
QO, sir, 
Your presence is too bold and peremptory ; 
And majesty might never yet endure 
‘he moody frontier of a servant brow. 
_ You have good leave to leave us: When we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you.— 
[Exit WorcESTER. 
You were about to speak. 
North. Yea, my good lord. 
Those prisoners in your highness’ name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he says, not with such strength deny’ d 
As is deliver’d to your majesty. 
Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
But, | remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 
‘Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d, 
Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new reap’d, 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home: 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took ’t away again; 
And still he smil’d, and talk’d: 
And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 
He call’d them—untaught knaves, unmannerly, : 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 
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With many holiday and lady terms 
Iie question’d me; among the rest, demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behalf, 
i then, all smarting with my wounds’ being cold, 
Out of my grief, and my impatience 
To be so pester’d with a popinjay, 
Answer’d, neglectingly, { know not what, 
He should, or he should not; for he made me mad, 
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 
And talk, so like a waiting gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds,—heaven save the | 
mark !|— 
And telling me, the sovereign’st thing en earth 
Was parmacity for an inward bruise ; 
And that if was great pity, so it was, 
That_yillainous saltpetre.should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
So cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns, 
He would himself have been a soldier. 
This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
{ answer’d indirectly, as I said: 
And, J beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation, 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 
Blunt. The circumstance consider’d, good my lord, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had said, 
To such a person, and in such a place, 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
‘o do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 
K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners ; 
But with proviso, and exception,— 
That we, at our own charge, shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
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Against the great magician, damn’d Glendowerg 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry’d. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty’d, to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 
For IJ shall never hold that man my friend, 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war :—To prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When, on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 
In single opposition, hand to hand, 
He did confound the best part of an hour 
Tn changing hardiment with great Glendower: 
Three times they breath’d, and three times did they 

drink, 

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 
Who then, afirighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid her crisp head in the hollow bank, 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did base and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 
Then, let him not be slander’d with revolt. 

Kk. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 

belie him ; 

He never did encounter with Glendower : 
I tell thee, 
He durst as well have met the devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth 


~~ 
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Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer: 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 

As will displease you.u—My lord Northumberland, 

We license your departure with your son:— 

Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 

[Exeunt all but NoRTHUMBERLAND and HorTspur.]} 


Hot. And, if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them :—I will after straight, 
And tellhim so; for I will ease my heart, 
Although I make a hazard of my head. 
North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and pause | 
a while. 
Here comes your uncle. 


Enter WorcksTER, 


Hot. Speak of Mortimer ! 
Yes, J will speak of him; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him: 
Yea, on his part, I ’ll empty all these veins, 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’ the dust, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high 7 the air as this unthankful king, 
As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 
North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad. 

Wor. Who struck this heat up after 1 was gone ? 
Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners : 
_And, when I urg’d the ransom once again ' 

Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek look’d pale ; 
And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. , 

Wor. 1 cannot blame him: Was he not proclaim’d, 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 

North. He was; 1 heard the proclamation : 
And then it was, when the unhappy king, 

Cc 
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Whose wrongs in us heaven pardon ! did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 

From whence he, intercepted, did return, 

To be depos’d, and, shortly, murdered. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you: Did king Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? 

North. He did; myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king, 
That wish’d him on the barren mountains starv’d. 
But shall ’t, for shame, be spoken in these days, 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power, 
Did ’gage them both in an unjust behalf, 
As both of you, heaven.pardon it! have done, 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke? 
And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken, 
That you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent? 
No; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again: 
Revenge the jeering and disdain’d contempt 
Of this proud king; who studies, day and night, 
To answer all the debt he owes to you, 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, [ say,— 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more: 
And now [I will unclasp a secret book, 
And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
I’ll read you matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril, and advent’rous spirit, 
As to o’er-walk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night :—or sink, or swim :== 
Send danger from the east unto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 
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And let them grapple :—O! the blood more stirs, 
‘To rouse a lion, than to start a hare. 

North. Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him béyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac’d moon ; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Without corrival, all her dignities :— 

But, out upon this half-fac’d fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend.— 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I ery you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Scots, 

That are your prisoners,;—— 

Hot. 17\l keep them all: 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them ; 
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not: 
Ill keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes: 
Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat :—— 

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer; 
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer ; 
But I will find him when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear Ill holla— Mortimer !|—Nay, 
Ill have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his anger still in motion, 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman! I will talk to you, 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman’s mood, 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 
c2 


bas § 
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Hot. Why, look you, | am whipp’d and scourg’d 
with rods, 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 
In Richard’s time,—What do you call the place? 
A plague upon *t !—it is in Glostershire ; 
"T was where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept, 
His uncle York ;—where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke ;— 
When you and he came back from Ravenspur g. 
North. At Berkley Castle. 
Hot. You say true :— 
Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawning greyhound then did proven me ! 
Look,—when his infant fortune came to ag 
And, ~_genile Harry Percy,—and, kind ep 
O, the devil take ‘such cozeners \—Heaven forgive 
me !— 
Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 
Wor. Nay, if you have not, tot again ; 
We “Il stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i’ faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners.— 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, for divers reasons, 
Which I shall send you written, be assur’d, 

Will easily be granted.—You, my lord,— 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d,— 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 

Of that same noble prelate, well belov’d, 
The archbishop—— 

Hot. Of York, ist not? 

Wor. True; who bears hard 
His brother’s death at Bristol, the lord Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down; 


THE FIRST PART. 2k 


And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 
Hot. I smell it; wpon my life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game’s a-foot, thou still let’st 
slip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot:— 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York, 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 
Wor. And so they shall. 
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 
Wor. And ’t is no little reason bids us speed 
To save our heads, by raising of a head: 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can, 
The king will always think him in our debt; 
And think, we think ourselves unsatisfy’d, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see, already, how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does ;—we’!l be reveng’d on him. 
Wor. Cousin, farewell :—no further go in this, 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
North. Farewell, good brother: we shall thrive, I 
trust. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu :—O, let the hours be short, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport! 
[Exeunt NoRTHUMBERLAND, Hotspur, and 
WoRcESTER. 


END.OF ACT TI. 
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AC r If. 


SCENE I. 
“in Inn Yard at Rochester. 


Enter a Carrier, with a Lantern in his hand. 


] Car. HereH ho! An’t be not four by the day, 
{ll be hang’d: Charles’ wain is over the new chim- 
ney, and yet our horse not pack’d.—What, ostler ! 

Ost. [Within Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pr ythee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle, put a 


few flocks in the point; the poor jade is wrung in the 
withers out of all cess. 


Enter another Carrier, with a Lantern m his hand. 


2 Car. Pease and beans are as dank here as a dog, 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the bots: 
This house is turn’d upside down, since Robin ostler 
died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow! never joy’d since the price of 
oats rose: it was the death of him, 

2 Car. I think, this be the most villainous house in 
all London road for fleas: I am stung like a tench. 

1 Car. Like a tench? by the mass, there is ne’er a 
king in Christendom could be better bit than I have 
been since the first cock.—What, ostler! come away, 
and be hang’d, come away. 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes 
of ginger, to be deliver’d as far as Charing Cross. 

1 Car. ?Odsbody! the turkies in my pannier are 
quite starv’d.—What, ostler!—A plague on thee! 
hast thou never an eye in thy head? canst not hear? 
Ant were not as good a deed as drink, to break the 
pate of thee, I am a very villain.—Come, and be 
hang’d:—Hast no faith in thee? 
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Enter GADSHILL. 
Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o’clock ? 
1 Car. I think, it be two o’clock. 


Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see my 
gelding in the stable. 


1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth 
two of that, i’ faith. 


Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thine. 
2 Car. Ay, when? canst tell?——Lend me thy lan- 
tern, quoth ’a ?—marry, I'll see thee hang’d first. 


Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 


2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee.—Come, neighbour Mugges, we ’Il call 


up the gentlemen; they ‘Il along with company, for 
they have great charge. 


[Exeunt Carriers and GADSHILL , 


’ SCENE II. 
The Road by Gad’s Hill. 


Enter Henry, Prince of WaLEs, and Porns, disguised. 


Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have remov’d Fal- 
staff’s horse, and he frets like a gumm’d velvet. 
P. Hen, Stand close. 


[ Potns reitres a litile.| 
Enter Faustarr, disguised, 


Fal. Poins! Poins, and be hang’d! Poins! 
P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidney’d rascal :—What a 
brawling dost thou keep ! 
Fal. What, Poins! Hal! 
P. Hen. He is walk’d up to the top of the hill: . 
Ill go seek him. 
[ Pretends to go and look for Porns.] 
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Fal. 1 am accurs’d, to rob in that thief’s company : 
the rascal hath remov’d my horse, and tied him I know 
not where. IfI travel but four foot by the square 
further afoot, I shall break my wind. Well, I doubt 
not but to die a fair death, for all this; if 1? scape 
hanging for killing that rogue. I have forsworn his 
company hourly any time this two and twenty year, 
and yet I am bewitch’d with the rogue’s company. If 
the rascal have not given me medicines to make me 
love him, 1’ll be hang’d; it could not be else; I 
have drunk medicines.—Poins !—Hal!—a_ plague 
upon you both !—Bardolph!—Peto!—I ll starve, ere 
I ’ll rob a foot further. An ’t were not as good a deed 
as drink, to turn true man, and to leave these rogues, 
I am the veriest varlet that ever chew’d with a tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven ground, is three score and ten 
miles afoot with me; and the stony-hearted villains 
know it well enough: A plague upon ’t, when thieves 
cannot be true to one another! [They whistle.] 
Whew !—A plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, 
you rogues; give me my horse, and be hang’d. 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-guts! lie down; lay thine 
ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear the 
tread of travellers. 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again, be- 
ing down? ’*Sblood, I’ll not bear mine own flesh so 
far afoot again, for ‘all the coin in thy father’s exche- 
quer. What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ? 

P. Hen. Thou liest, thou art not colted, thou art 
uncolted. (He advances to FatstarFF.] 

Fal. I pr’ythee, good prince Hal, help me to my 
horse,—good king’s son. 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue! shall I be your ostler? 

Fal. Go, hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent 
garters! If I be ta’en, 1’ll peach for this. AnI have 

-not ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy tunes, 
let a cup of sack be my poison. When a jest is so 
forward, and afoot too !—I hate it. 
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Enter. Porns, GaDsHILL, BarDours, and Peto, 
disguised. 


Gads. Starid ! 

Fal. So I do, against my will. 

Poins. O, ’t is our setter; I know his voice. What 

news ? 

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors; there ’s 
money of the king’s coming down the hill, ’t is going 
to the king’s exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, you rogue; ’t is going to the king’s 
tavern. 

Gads, There ’s enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hang’d. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the nar- 
row lane: Ned Poins, and I, will walk lower: if 
they scape from your encounter, then they light on us, 

Fal. But how many be there of them? 

Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. Zounds! Will they not rob us? 

P. Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof, 

Poins. Sirrah J ack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge ; when thou need’ st him, there thou shalt find 
him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be hang’d. 

P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises? . 

— Pows. Here, hard by; stand close. é (dside.) 

[Eaeunt the Prince and Porns. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, 
say [! Every man to his business.—[ They put on their 
Masks, and draw their Swords.] 


Enter four Travellers. 


Trav. Come, neighbour 5 ; the boy shall lead our 
. horses down the hill: well walk afoot a while, and 
ease our legs. 
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Fal. &c. Stand ! 

Trav. Thieves!— Murder !—Help!—[The Tra- 
vellers run back again, followed by BARDOLPH, GaDs- 
HILL, and PETo.]} 

Fal. Down with them! cut the villains’ throats ! 
ah! whoreson caterpillars! bacon-fed knaves! they 
hate us youth: Down with them! fleece them !— 
Young men must live:—You are grand-jurors, are ye? 
We’ll jure you, i’ faith. [Ewit FatsTaFr. 


Fnter Henry, Prince of Wares, and Porns, in 
buckram suits. 


P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men: 
Now, could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer- 
tily to London, it would be argument for a week, 
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close, { hear them coming. [They 
reture a little. | 


Enter Fatstarr, GapsHitL, BARDOLPH, and Perro, 
with Bags of Money. 


Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then to 
horse before day. [They sit down on the ground.] An 
the Prince and Poins be not two arrant cowards, 
there ’s no equity stirring: there’s no more valour in 
that Poins, than in a wild duck. 

P.. Hen. Your money! 

Poins. Villains ! 

[As they are sharing, the Prince and Porns set 
upon them. The rest run away ; and Farstarr, 
afier a blow or two, runs away too, leaving 
the Booty behind him. ] 


P. Hen. Gotwith much ease. Now merrily to horse, 
The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 
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And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 
Were ’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 
Poins. How the rogue roar’d ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Warkworth, 
A Room in the Castle. 


Enter Hotspur, reading a Letter. 


—— But, for mine own part, my lord, I could be well 
contented to be there, in respect of the love I bear your 
house.—He could be contented,—why is he not, then? 
In respect of the love he bears our house !—he shows 
in this, he loves his own barn better than he loves 
our house. Let me see some more.— The purpose you 
undertake, is dangerous :—Why, that’s certain; ’t is 
dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink; but I tell 
you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck 
this flower, safety.— The purpose you undertake, vs dan- 
gerous; the friends you have nam'd, unceriain ; the time 
itself unsorted ; and your whole plot too light, for the 
counterpoise of so great an opposition.—Say you so? 
say youso? I say unto you again, youare a shallow 
cowardly hind, and you lie; What a lack-brain is 
this! By the lord, our plot is a good plot, as ever 
was laid; our friends true and constant: an excellent 
plot, very good friends. What a frosty spirited rogue 
is this! Why, my lord of York commends the plot, 
and the general course of the action. By this hand, 
if I were now by this rascal, I could brain him with 
his lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my uncle, 
and myself? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of 
York, and Owen Glendower? Is there nof, besides, 
the Douglas? Have I not all their Jetters, to meet 
‘me in arms by the ninth of the next month? and are 
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they not, some of them, set forward already? What 
a pagan rascal is this! an infidel !—Ha! you shall see 
now, in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, will he 
to the king, and lay open all our proceedings. O, 
I could divide myself, and go to buffets, for moving 
such a dish of skimm’d milk with so honourable an 
action! Hang him! let him tell the king: We are 
prepar’d: I will set forward to-night. 


Enter Lady PErcy. 


How now, Kate? I must leave you within these two 
hours. 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is *t that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ; 
And start so often, when thou sit’st alone ? 
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
Cry, Courage !—to the field! And thou hast talk’d 
Of prisoners’ ransom, and of soldiers slain, 
And all the ’currents of a heady fight. 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho !— 


Enter Rasy. 


Is Gilliams with the packet gone ? 
Rab. He is, my iord, an hour ago. 
Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the 

sheriff ? 

Rab. One horse, my lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What horse? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 
Rab. It is, my lord. 
Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 
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Well, I will back him straight.—O Espérance '— 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Ewit Rasy. 
Lady. But hear you, my lord? 
Flot. What say’st thou, my lady? 
Lady. What is it carries you away? 
Hot. Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape ! 
A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen, 
As you are toss’d with.—In faith, 
1’ll know your business, Harry, that I will. 
I fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title; and hath sent for you, 
To line his enterprise: but if you go—— 
Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly to this question that I ask. 
In faith, [ 71 break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 
Hot. Away, 
Away, you trifler.—Love! f love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate: This is no world 
To play with mammets and to tilt with lips; 
We must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns, 
And pass them current too.— Gods me, my horse !— 
What say’st thou, Kate? what wouldst thou have 
with me? 
Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, indeed ? 
Well, do not, then; for, since you love me not, 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no. 
' Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride? 
And, when I am o’ horseback, I will swear 
T love thee infinitely. But, hark you, Kate; 
i must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 
Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude, 
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 
{ know you wise; but yet no further wise, 
D 
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Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant you are ; 
But yet a woman: and for secrecy, 
No lady closer; for, I well believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know : 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How! so far? 
Hot. Not an inch further. But, hark you, Kate: 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 
To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. 
Will this content you, Kate? : 
Lady. It must, of force. [Eweunt. 


SCENE IV. 
The Boar’s Head Tavern, in Eastcheap. 


Enter Henry, Prince of Was. 


P. Hen. Ned, pr’ythee come out of that fat room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 


Enter Poins. 


Poins. Where hast been, Hal? 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst 
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the very 
base string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn brother 
toaleash of drawers, and can call them all by their 
Christian names, as—Tom, Dick, and Francis. They 
take it already upon their salvation, that, though I be 
but Prince of Wales, yet Iam the king of courtesy ; 
and tell me flatly, I am no proud Jack, like Falstaff; 
but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy,—by the 
lord so they call me,—and, when I am king of Eng- 
land, I shall command all the good lads in Eastcheap. 
To conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quarter 
of an hour, that Ican drink with any tinker in his 
own language during my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou 
hast lost much honour, that thou wert not with me in 
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this action. But, sweet Ned,—to sweeten which name 
of Ned, i give thee this pennyworth of sugar, clapp’d 
even now into my hand by an under-skinker, one that 
never spake other English ia his life, than—-Eight shil- 
lings and sixpence, and—You are welcome ; with this 
shrill addition, Anon, anon, Sir,—Score a pint of bas- 
tard in the Half-moon, or so. But, Ned, to drive away 
the time, till Falstaff come, I pr’ythee, do thou stand 
in some by-room, while I question my puny drawer to 
what end he gave me the sugar; and do thou never 
leave calling—Francis, that his tale to me may be 
nothing but—Anon, . Step aside, and I’! show thee 
a precedent. 

Poins. Francis! [Exit Porns. 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect, 

Poms. Francis ! 


3 Enter Francis. 


Fran. Anon, anon, sir.——Look down into the Pom- 
granate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 

Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much as to—— 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Five years! by’r lady, a long lease for the 
clinking of pewter. But, Francis, dar’st thou be so 
valiant as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 
show it a fair pair of heels, and run from it? 

- Fran. O lord, sir, 1711 be sworn upon all the books 
in England, [| could find in my heart—— 

Pows. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see,—About Michaelmas next I shall 
be—— 

Pows. Francis ! 

D2 
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Fran. Anon, sir,—Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 

P. Hen, Nay, but hark you, Francis: For the sugar 
thou gav’st me—’t was a pennyworth, was ’t not? 

Fran. O lord, sir, I would, it had been two. 

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound: 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it. 

Poms. Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis: but to- 
morrow, Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday; or, in- 
deed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis,— 

Fran. My lord? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, crys- 
tal-button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stocking, 
caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch,— 

Fran. O lord, sir, who do you mean? 

P. Hen. Why then, your brown bastard is your - 
only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir, it cannot come to 
so much. 

Fran. What, sir? 

Pows. Francis ! 

P. Hen. Away, you rogue: Dost thou not hear 
them call ? 

{ Here they both call him: Francis stands amazed, 
— not knowing which way to go. | 


Enter Hostess. 


Host. What! stand’st thou still, and hear’st such 
a calling? look to the guests within. 
[Lait FRANCIs, 
My lord, old Sir John, with half a dozen more, are at 
the door: shall I let them in? 
P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open 
the door. [Exit Hosiess. 
Poins, 
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Enter Porns.: 


Poms. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falstaff and the rest of the thieves 
are at the door: shall we be merry? 

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye ; 
what cunning match have you made with this jest of 
the drawer? come, what’s the issue? 

P. Hen. 1 am now of all humours, that have 
show’d themselves humours, since the old days of 
goodman Adam, to the pupil age of this present 
twelve o'clock at midnight.—What’s o’clock, Francis? 

Fran. {Without} Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewer. 
words than a parrot, and yet the son of awoman! His 
industry is—up-stairs, and down-stairs ; hig eloquence, 
the parcel of a reckoning. Iam not yet of Percy’s 
mind, the Hotspur of the noxth, he that kills me 
some six or seven dozen of Scots at a breakfast, 
washes his hands, and says: to: his wife,— Fy upon this 
quiet life! I want work. O my sweet Hurry, says she, 
how many hast thou killd to-day? Give my roan 
horse a drench, says he ; and answers, Some fourteen, 
an hour after: a trifle, atrifle. 1 pr’ythee, call in Fal- 
staff: 1° play Perey, and that damn’d brawn shall: 
play dame Mortimer his wife. Rivo, says the drunk- 
ard. Call-in ribs, callin tallow. 


Enter Farstarr, GapsHitt, BarpoLtpu, Puro, and, 
Francis, with a Tankard of Sack. 


- Poins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been ? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I’say, anda vengeance 

too! marry, and amen!—Give me a cup of. sack, 

boy.—Ere I lead this life long, I ’l}sew nether-stocks, 

and mend them, and foot them too. A plague of al} 

cowards !—give mé a cup of sack, rogue.—Is there 

no virtue extant ? [He drinks.] 
P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish of, 

pd 
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butter,—pitiful-hearted Titan !—that melted at the 
sweet tale of the sun? If thou didst, then behold that 
compound. 

Fal. You rogue, here ’s lime in this sack too: there 
is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous man: 
Yet a coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime 
in it: a villainous coward.—Go thy ways, old Jack ; 
die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be 
not forgot upon the face of the earth, then amla 
shotten herring. ‘There live not three good men un- 
hang’d in England, and one of them 1s fat, and grows 
old, heaven help the while! A bad world, 1 say! A 
plague of all cowards, I say still ! 

P. Hen. How now, wool sack? what mutter 

jou ? 

Fal. an king’s son! If I do not beat thee out of thy 
tangdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy sub- 
jects before thee like a flock of wild geese, I'll never 
wear hair on my face more. You Prince of Wales! 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man! what’s 
the matter? 

Fal. Are you not a coward ?—answer me to that: 
—and Poins there? 

P. Hen. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, Il 
stab thee. 

Fal, call thee coward ! I "Il see thee damn’d, ere I 
call thee coward : But I would give a thousand pound, 
I could run as fast as thou canst. You are straight 
enough in the shoulders, you care not who sees your 
back: call you that, backing of your friends? A 
plague upen such backing! Give me them that will 
face me: give me—a cup of sack :—I am a rogue, if 
I drunk to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain! thy lips are scarce wip’d since 
thou drunk’st last. 

Fal. All’s one for that. A plague of all cowards, 
still say 1! [He drinks] 

P. Hen, What’s the matter? 
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Fal. What’s the matter? Here be four of us here 
have ta’en a thousand pound this morning. r 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack? where is it ? 

Fal. Where is it ? taken from us it is :—a hundred 
upon poor four of us. (Eait Francis. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. | am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have ’scap’d 
by miracle. I am eight times thrust through the 
doublet ; four through the hose; my buckler cut 
through and through; my sword hack’d like a hand- 
saw, ecce signum. I never dealt better since I was a 
man: all would not do. A plague of all cowards!— 
Let them speak : if they speak more or less than truth, 
they are villains, and the sons of darkness. 

P. Hen. Speak, sirs :—How was it? 

Gads. We four set upon some dozen,—— 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them, or 1 am a Jew else, an Ebrew seme 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh 
men set upon us,——— 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then came in the 
other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all ? 

Fal. All? I know not what ye call all; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, Iam a bunch of radish: 
if there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 

- Jack, than am I no two-legged creature. 

Poins. ’ Pray heaven, you have not murder’d some 
of them. 

Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for! I have pep- 
per’d two of them: two, Iam sure, I have pay’d: 
two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, 
—if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me horse,— 
thou know’st my old ward,—here I lay, and thus 1 


36 KING HENRY IV. 


bore my point: Four rogtes in bukram let drive at 

me,—— 

P. Hen, What, four? thou saidst but two, even. 

now. 

Fal. Four, Hal,—I told thee, four. 

Pois. Ay, ay, ihe said, four. 

Fal. These four came all afront, and mainly thrust 
at me; I made me no more bdlae but took all their. 
seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four, even 
now. 

Fal. In buckram ? ree 

Poins. Ay, four in buckram suits. / sy 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I’m a villain else. , 

P. Hen. ’ Pr’ythee, let him alone; we shall haye, 
more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

P, Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do so; for it is worth the listening to. These 
nine in buckram, that [told thee of, 

P. Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

Poins. Down fell their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground: but I follow’d me. 
close, came in foot and hand; and, wath a thought, 
seven of the eleven I pay’d. 

P. Hen. O monstrous! eleven buckram men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three misbe- 
gotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my back, 
and let drive at me ;—for it was so dark, Hal, that 
thou couldst not see-thy hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that begets, 
them ; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, 
thou clay-brain’d guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou 
whoreson, obscene, greasy, tallow-keech,— 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not. 
the truth the truth ? 
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P. Hen. Why, how couldst thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou couldst 
not see thy hand ?. Come, tell us your reason: What 
say’st thou to‘ this? 

Poms. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

Fal, What, upon compulsion? No: were I at the 
strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not 
tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on com- 
pulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as black-berries, I 
would give no man a reason upon compulsion, [. 

P. Hen. I'll be no longer guilty of this sin: This 
sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse back-: 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh,— 

Fal. "Away, you starveling, you eel- aial you dried 
neat’s-tongue, you stock-fish,—Oh, for breath to utter 
what is like thee !—you tailor’s yard, you sheath, you 
bow-case, you vile standing tuck, — 

P.. Hen, Weill, breathe a while, and then to it 
again ; and, when thou hast tir’d thyself in base com- 
parisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poms. Mark, Jack. 

P. Hen. We two saw you four set on fours you 
bound them, and were masters of their wealth.—— 
Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down.—— 
Then did we two set on you four ; and, with a word, 
out-fac’d you from your prize, and have it; yea, and 
can show it you here in the house :—and, Falstaff, 
you carried your guts away as nimbly, with as quick 
dexterity, and roar’d for mercy, and still ran and 
roar’d, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art 
thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done, and then 
say, it wasinfight! What trick, what device, what 
starting-hole canst thou now find out, to hide thee 
from this open and app arent shame ? 

Poins. Come, let’s hear, Jack,—what trick hast 
thou now? 

Fal. By the lord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
nade ye. Why,—hear ye, my masters,—was it for me 
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to kill the heir apparent ? should I turn upon the trué 
prince? Why, thou know’st, I am as valiant as 
Hercules: but beware instinct: the lion will not-touch 
the true prince: Instinct is a great matter; I was a 
coward on instinct. I shall think the better of myself 
and thee during my life; I, for a valiant lion, and 
thou, for a true prince. But, by the lord, lads, lam 
glad you have the money. Hostess, clap to the doors; 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow.—Gallants, lads, 
boys, hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellowship 
come to you! What, shall we be merry? shall we 
have a play extempore ? 

P. Hen. Content: and the argument shall be— 
thy running away. 

Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lov’st me. 


Enter Hostess. 


Host. My lord, the prince,— 

P. Hen. How now, my lady, the hostess? what. 
say’st thou to me? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the 
court at door, would speak with you: he says, he 
comes from your father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make hima 
royal man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Host. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight 
—Shall I give him his answer? 

P. Hen. ’Pry’thee, do, Jack. 

Fal. ’Faith, and Ill send him packing. 


[Exeunt Fatstarr and Hostess. 


P. Hen. Now, sirs: by’r lady, you fought fair; so 
did you, Peto; so did you, Bardolph; you are lions 
too, youran away upon ans a Ne you will not touch. 
the true prince; no,--fy! 

Bard, ’Faith, L ran, when I saw others run. 
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P., Hen, Tell me now, in earnest,—How came Fal- 
staff’s-sword so hack’d ? 

Peto. Why, he hack’d it with his dagger; and said, 
he would swear truth out of England, but he would 
make you believe it was done in fight, and persuaded 
us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass, 
to make them bleed; and then to beslubber our gar- 
ments with it, and swear, it was the blood of true men. 
1 did that, I did not these seven years before, I blush’d, 
to hear his monstrous devices. 

P. Hen. O, villain, thou stol’st a cup of sack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the manner, 
and ever since thou hast blush’d extempore: thou 
hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou ran’st 
away :—What instinct hadst thou for it ? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? do you 
behold these exhalations ? 

P.. Hen. 1 do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Hen. Hot livers, and cold purses. 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter. 


Enter FALSTAFF. 


Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my sweet creature of bombast? How long is’t 
ago, Jack, since thou saw’st thine own knee ? 

Fal. My own knee? When I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the waist; I could 
have crept into an alderman’s thum-ring: A plague 
of sighing and grief! it blows a man up like a blad- 
der. There’s villainous news abroad: Here was Sir 
John Bracy from your father; you must to the court 
in the morning. That same mad fellow of the north, 
Percy; and he of Wales, that gave Amaimon the 
bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the 
devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh 
hook,—What a plague call you him ?— 
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Poins. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the same ;—and his son-in- 
law Mortimer; and old Northumberland; and that 
sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o’ horse- 
back up a hill perpendicular,— 

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and with his 
pistol kills a sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him; he 
will not run. 

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to praise 
him so for running ! 

Fal. -O’ horseback, ye cuckoo !—but, afoot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. I grant ye, upon mstinct. Well, he is there 
too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps 
more: Worcester is stolen away by night; thy father’s 
beard is turn’d white with the news: You may buy 
land now as cheap as stinking mackerel. ‘ 

P. Hen. Then’t is like, if there come a hot June, | 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidens, as 
they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou say’st true; it is like, 
we shall have good trading that way :—But, tell me, 
Hal, art thou not horribly afeard? thou being heir 
apparent, could the world pick thee out three such 
enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy, 
and that devil Glendower? Art thou not horribly 
afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

_ P. Hen, Not a whit, 1’ faith; I lack some of thy 
instinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 
when thou com’st to thy father; if thou love me, 
practise an answer. 
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Enter Hostess. 


Fiost. O, my lord, my lord! 

Fal. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick: Whats the matter ? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they are come to search the house: shall I let them 
in? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece 
of gold, a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad, with- 
out seeming so. 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without in- 
stinct. 

Fal, I deny your major: if you will deny the sheriff, 
so; if not, let him enter: if I become not a cart as 
well as another man, a plagué on my bringing up! I 
hope, I shall as soon be strangled with a halter, as 
another. 

P. Hen. Call in the sheriffi— [Exit Hostess. 
Go, hide thee behind the arras;—the rest walk up 
above.—Now, my masters, for a true face and a good 
conscience. 

Fal. Both which I have had ; but their date is out, 
and therefore Ill hide me. 

[Eveunt FaustarF, BARDOLPH, GaDsHILL, 
and PrTo. 


Enter Sheriff, and two Travellers. 


P. Hen. Now, master Sheriff,—what’s your will 
with me? 

Sher. First, pardon me, my lord :—A hue and cry 
Hath follow’d certain men into this house. 

P. Hen. What men? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord; 
A gross fat man. 

Trav. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. Sheriff, I do engage my word to thee, 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner. time, 
Send him to answer thee, or any man, 

E 
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For any thing he shall be charg’d withall : 
And so, let me entreat you, leave the house. 
Sher. J will, my lord: Here are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 
P. Hen. Wt may be so: if he have robb’d these men, 
He shall be answerable; and so, farewell. 
Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 
P. Hen. I think, it is good morrow,—is it not ? 
Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock. 


{Exeunt Sheriff and Travellers. 

P.. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as Paul’s: 
Go, call him forth. 

Poins. Falstaff !—fast asleep behind the arras, and 
snorting like a horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath ! Search 
his pockets. [Porns goes out, and searches his pockets.) 
What hast thou found ? 


Enier Porns. 


Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let’s see what they be: read them. 

Poins. Item, a capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, sauce, 4d. 

Item, sack, two gallons, 5s. 8d. 

Item, anchovies and sack after supper, 2s. 6d. 
Item, bread, a halfpenny. 

PR. den ‘O monstrous ! but one halfpennyworth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of sack !—What there 
is else, keep close; well read it at more advantage : 
there let him sleep till day. I’ll te the court in the 
morning : we must all to the wars, and thy place shall 
he honourable. I’ll procure this fat rogue a charge of 
foot; and, I know, his death will be a march of 
twelve-score. ‘The money shall be paid back again, 
with advantage. Be with me betimes in the morn- 
ing; and so, good morrow, Poins. 

Poins, Good morrow, good my lord, [Eveunt, 


END OF ACT II, 
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ALC Eh bd Ee 


SCENE I. 


The Presence-chamber.. 


King Henry, Henry, Prince of Watts, Prince 
Joun, Earl of WersrMorELanD, Sir WALTER 
Biunr, and other Gentlemen, discovered. 


KK. Hen. Lorbs, give us leave; the Prince of Wales 
and I ; 
Must have some private conference: but be near 
At hand; for we shall presently have need of you.— 
[Exeunt all but the King and Prince of WaLEs, 

I know not whether Heaven will have it so, 
For some displeasing service I have done;. 
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge for me ; 
But thou dost, in thy passages of life, 
Make me believe that thou art only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 
To punish my mistreadings. ‘Tell me, else, 
Could such inordinate and low desires, 
Such barren pleasures, rude society, 
As thou art match’d withall, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

P. Hen. So please your majesty, I would, I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse, 
As well, as, Iam doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charg’d withall: 
Yet such extenuation let me beg, 
As, in reproof of many tales devis’d, 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 

E2 
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Wath faulty wander’d and irregular, 
Kind pardon on my true submission. 
KK, Hen. Heaven pardon thee!—Yet let me won- 
der, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the fhght of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court, and princes of my blood. 
Had I so lavish of my presence been, 
So common-hackney’din the eyes of men, 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
tad still kept loyal to possession ; 
And left me, in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
by being seldom seen, I could not stir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder’d at: 
That men would tell their children, This is he; 
Others would say,— Where? which is Bolingbroke? 
Not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight, 
Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more ; 
Which now doth what I would not have it do, 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 
P. Hen, I shall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 
KK. Hen. For all the world, 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
_ And even asI was then, is Percy now. 
Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy interest to the state, 
‘Than thou, the shadow of succession. 
What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas! 
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing-clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
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Discomfited great Douglas; ta’en him once; 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fillthe mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
The archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us, and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy ? 
Thou,—that art like enough, through vassal fear, 
Base inclination, and the start of spleen, 

To fight against me under Percy’s pay, 

To dog his heels, and curt’sy at his frowns, 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Hen. Do not think so; you shall not find it so; 
And heaven forgive them that so much have sway’d _ 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me! 

I will redeem all this on Percy’s head ; 

And, in the closing of some glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that Iam your son: 

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights,. 

That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet, 

For every honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes! and on my head 

My shames redoubled! for the time will come, 

That I shall make this northern youth exchange 

His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf: 

And I will call him to so strict account, 

That he shall render every glory up, 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, m the name of Heaven, I promise here: 

The which, if he be pleas’d, I shall perform, 
Be 


46 KING HENRY IV. 


Ido beseech your majesty may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 
Hf not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 
JK. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this :— 
Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust, herein. 


Enter Sir WALTER BLUNT. 


How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 
Blunt. So is the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word,— 
‘That Douglas and the English rebels met, 
The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promises be kept on every hand, 
As ever offer’d foul play in a state. 
KX. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland sets forth to- 
day; 
With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster ; 
For this advertisement is five days old: 
On Wednesday next, my Harry, you shall set 
Porward ; on Thursday, we ourselves will march: 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershire. 
Our hands are full of business: let ’s away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 


| Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The Boar’s Head Tavern in Eastcheap. 


Enter Farsrarr and BarpoLpu. 


Fal. Bardolph, am J not fallen away vilely since 
this last action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? 
why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady’s loose 
gown; Lam wither’d like an old apple-John, Well, 
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I'll repent, and that suddenly, while Tam in some 
liking; 1 shall be out of heart shortly, and then I shall 
have no strength to repent. An I have not forgotten 
what the inside of a church is made of, [ am a pepper- 
corn, a brewer’s horse.—The inside of a church !— 
Company, villainous company, hath been the spoil 
of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot live 
long. 

Fal. Why, there is it:—come, sing me a song; 
make me merry. I was as virtuously given, as a gen- 
tleman need to be; virtuous enough ; swore little ; 
dic’d, not above seven times a week ; went to a bor- 
dello, not above once in a quarter of an hour; paid 
money that I borrow’d, three or four times ; liv’d well, 
and in good compass: and now [ live out of all order, 
out of all compass. 

Bard. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you 
must needs be out of all compass; out of all reason- 
able compass, Sir John. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and Ill amend my 
life: thou art our admiral, thou bear’st the lantern in 
the poop,—but ’t is in the nose of thee; thou art the 
knight of the burning lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I’ll be sworn; I make as good use of it 
as many a man doth of a death’s head, or a memento 
mori: 1 never see thy face, but I think upon hell-fire, 
and Dives that liv’d in purple; for there he is in his 

robes, burning, burning.—When thou ran’st up Gad’s 
Hill in the night to catch my horse, if I did not think 
thou hadst been an ignis fatuus, or a ball of wild-fire, 
there ’s no purchase in money. O, thou art a perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfire-light! Thou hast 
sav’d me a thousand marks in links and torches, walk- 
ing with thee in the night betwixt tavern and tavern : 
but the sack that thou hast drunk me, would have 
bought me lights as good cheap at the dearest chand- 
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ler’s in Europe. I have maintain’d that salamander 
of yours with fire, any time this two and thirty years; 
heaven reward me for it ! 
Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were in your belly ! 
Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be heart- 
burn’d. , 


Enter Hostess. 


How now, dame Partlet the hen? have you inquir’d 
yet who pick’d my pocket ? 

Host. Why, Sir John! what do you think, Sir John? 
Do you think, I keep thieves in my house? I have 
search’d, I have inquir’d, so has my husband, man by 
man, boy by boy, servant by servant: the tithe of a 
hair was never lost in my house before. 

Fal. You lie, hostess; Bardolph was shav’d, and 
lost many a hair: and I’ll be sworn, my pocket was 
pick’d: Go to, you are a woman, go. 

lost. Who, 1? I defy thee: I was never call’d so 
in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

_ Host. No, Sir John: you do not know me, Sir 
John: L know you, Sir John: you owe me money, 
Sir John; and now you pick a quarrel, to beguile me 
of it: | bought you a dogen of-shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given them 
away to bakers’ wives, and they have made bolters of 
them. 

flost. Now, as Jam a true woman, holland of eight 
shillings an ell. You owe money here besides, Sir 
John, for your diet and by drinkings; and money 
lent you, four and twenty pounds. 

Fal. He had his part of it ; let him pay. 

Host. He? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor? leok upon his face: What call 
you rich? let them coin his nose, let them coin his 
cheeks; PH not pay a denier. What, will you make 
a younker of me? shall I not take mine ease in mine 
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inn, but I shall have my pocket pick’d? JI have lost 
a seal-ring of my grandfather’s, worth forty mark. 
Host. O, I have heard the prince tell him, I know 
not how oft, ‘that the ring was copper. 
Fal. How! the prince is a Jack, asneak-cup ; and, 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if he 
would say so.— 


Enter Henry, Prince of Wa es, playing on his Trun- 
cheon, like a fife: — Fartsrarr meets him. 


How now, lad? is the wind in that door, 1’ faith? 
must we all march? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What say’st thou, mistress Quickly? How 
does thy husband? I love him well, he is an honest man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. ’ Pr’ythee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What say’st thou, Jack? 

Fal. The other night, I fell asleep here behind the 
arras, and had my pocket pick’d: this house is turn’d 
bawdy-house, they pick pockets. 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four 
bonds of forty pound apiece, and a seal-ring of my 
grandfather’s. 

P. Hen, A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said, I heard 
your grace say so: And, my lord, he speaks most 
vilely of you, like a foul-mouth’d man as he is; and 

‘said, he would cudgel you. 

P. Hen. What! he did not? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood 
in me else. 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a stew’d 
prune; nor no more truth in thee than in a drawn 
fox; and for womanhood, maid Marian may be the 
deputy’s wife of the ward to thee: Go, you thing, go, 

Host. Say, what thing? what thing? 
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Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thank heaven on. 

Host. Tam no thing to thank heaven on, I would 
thou shouldst know it; I am: an honest man’s wife : 
and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave, 
to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast, 
to say otherwise. 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave thon? 

Fal. What beast? why, an otter! 

P. Hen. An otter, Sir John? why an otter? 

Fal. Why? she’s neither fish, nor flesh; a man 
knows not where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so; thou 
or any man knows where to have me, thou knave thou!. 

P. Hen, Thou say’st true, hostess; and he slanders. 
thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said, this other 
day, you ought him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. “Sirah, do I owe you a thousand pound? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal? a million; thy love 
is worth a million; thou ow’st me thy love. 

Fost. Nay, my lord, he call’d you Jack, and said, 
he would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did J, Bardolph ? 

Bard, Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fol. Yea; if he said, my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say, ’tis copper: dar’st thou be as good 
as thy word now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know’st, as thou art but man, 
I dare; but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the lion’s w help. 

P. Hen. And why not, as the lion? 

Fal. The king himself is to be fear’d as the lion: 
dost thou think, I’ll fear thee as I fear thy father ? 
nay, an if I doy let my girdle break ! 

P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees! Charge an honest woman with 
picking thy pocket! Why, thou whoreson, impudent, 
imboss’d rascal, if there were any thing in thy pocket, 
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but tavern-reckonings, memorandums of bawdy-, 
houses, and one poor pennyworth of sugar-candy, to 
*make thee long-winded; if thy pocket were entich’d 
with any other injuries but these, I am a villain: And 
yet you will stand to it, you will not pocket up wrong: 
A\rt thou not asham’d ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou know’st, in the 
state of innocency, Adam fell ; and what should poor 
Jack Faistaff do, in the days of villainy? Thou seest, 
[have more flesh than another man; and therefore 
more frailty. —You confess then, you pick’d my 
pocket ? 

P. Hen. It appears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee: Go, make ready 
breakfast : love thy husband, look to thy servants, and 
cherish thy guests: thou shalt find me tractable to any 
honest reason: thou seest, I am pacified,—Still ?—— 
Nay, I pr’ythee, be gone. [Exit Hostess. 
Now, Hal, to the news at court:—For the robbery, lad, 
—how is that answer’d? 

P. Hen. The money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; ’t isa 
double labour. 

P. Hen. 1 am good friends with my father, and 
may do any thing. 

Fal, Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou dost, 
and do it with unwash’d hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

P, Hen. Lhave procur’d thee, Jack, acharge of 
foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I 
find one that can steal well? Oh, for a fine thief, of the 
age of two and twenty, or thereabouts! I am_hei- 
nously unprovided. Well, heaven be thank’d for 
these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous: 1 
laud them, I praise them, 

P. Hen. Bardolph,— 

Bard, My lord, 
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P. Hen. Go, bear this letter to Lord John of Lan- 
caster, 
My brother John ; this to my Lord of Westmoreland.— 
[Eait BARDOLPH. 
Jack, 
Meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall, 
At two o’clock i’ the afternoon : 
There shalt thou know thy charge; and there receive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 
The land is burning; Percy stands on high ; 
And either they, or we, must lower lie. 
[ Exit the Prince. 
Fal. Rare words! brave world<.—--Hestess; my 
breakfast ; come :— 
O, I could wish, this tavern were my drum! [Ezit, 


END OF ACT Iii. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 


TTotspur’s Camp near Shrewsbury. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


Enter Earl of WorcrstER, Hotspur, Earl of 
Doveuras, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


Hot. Wext said, my noble Scot : If speaking truth, 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution should the Douglas have, 
As not a soldier of this season’s stamp 
Should go so general current-through the world. 
By heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy 
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The tongues of soothers; but a braver place 
In my heart’s love, hath no man than yourself : 
Nay, task me to the word; approve me, lord. 
Doug. Thou art the king of honour : 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard him. 
Hot. Do so, and ’t is well :— 


Enter Rasy. 


What letters hast thou there? 
Rab. These letters come from your father. 
Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not himself? 
Rab. He cannot come, my lord; he’s grievous sick. 
Hot. Sick, how has he the leisure to be sick, 
In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ? 
Under whose government come they along ? 
Rab. His letters bear his mind, not I. 
Hot. His mind! 
Wor. I pr’ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed? 
Rab. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 
And, at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear’d by his physicians. 
Wor. I would, the state of time had first been whole, 
Ere he by sickness had been visited! 
His health was never better worth than now. 
Hot. Sick now! droop now! This sickness doth 
infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 
”T is catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here,—that inward sickness,— 
And that his friends, by deputation, could not 
So soon be drawn ;—— 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, 
That, with our small conjunction, we should on, 
To see how fortune is disposed to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now; 
Because the king is certainly possess’d 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 
E 
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Wor. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 
It will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence: 
This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, 
That shows the ignorant a kind oF fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hot. You strain too far: 
I, rather, of his absence, make this use;— 
It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprise, 
Than if the earl were here; for men must think, 
If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom, with his help, 
We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down.— 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Doug. As heart can think: there is not such a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 


[A Trumpet sounds.] 
Enter Sy Richard VERNON, and two Gentlemen. 


Hot. My cousin Vernon! welcome, by my soul. 
Ver. ’ Pray heaven, my news be worth a welcome, 
lord. 
The Earl of Westmoreland, : seven thousand strong, 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him, Prince John. 
Hot. No harm: What more? 
Ver. And further, [ have learn’d,— 
The king himself in person is set forth, 
Or hitherwards intended speedily, 
With strong and mighty preparation. 
Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, 
The nimble-footed mad-cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daff’d the world aside, | 
And bid it pass? 
Ver, All furnish’d, all in arms: 
AN plum’d like estridges, that with the wind 
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Bated, like eagles having lately bath’d: 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous ‘as the sun at midsummer ; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I saw young Harry, with his beaver on, 

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, 

Rise from the ground like feather’d Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, 

To turn and wind a firy Pegasus, 

And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 
#lot. No more, no more: worse than the sun in 

March, 

This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 

They come like sacrifices in their trim, 

And to the fire-ey’d maid of smoky war, 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit, 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

‘To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 

And vet not ours: Come, let me take my horse 

Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 

Harry to Harry shall,—hot horse to horse,— 

Meet, and ne’er part till one drop down a corse,— 

Oh, that Glendower were come ! 

Ver. There is more news: 

1 learn’d in Worcester, as I rode alone, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 
Doug. That’s the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 
Hot. What may the king’s whole battle reach unto? 
Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be: 
My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
F 
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Come, let us take a muster speedily : 
Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily. 
- [Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 
[ Exeuni. 


SCENE II. 


The Road near Coventry. 


Enter Fausrarr and BARDOLPH. 


fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill 
me a bottle of sack : Our soldiers shal! march through ; 
we “ll to Sutton-Colfield to-night. 

Bard, Will you give me money, captain ? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fal. And it do, take it for thy labour; and, if it 
make twenty, take them all; Il) answer the coinage. 
Lid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town’s end. 

Bard. 1 will, captain: farewell. [Exit BarDoLpnH. 

Fal. If Tbe not asham’d of my soldiers, 1 am a 
souc’d gurnet. I have misus’d the king’s press 
damnably. [have got, in exchange of a hundred 
and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I 
press me none but good householders, yeomens’ sons: 
inquire me out contracted bachelors, such as had 
been ask’d twice on the bans; such a commodity of 
warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil, as a drum; 
such as fear the report of a caliver, worse than a 
struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck: I press me none 
but such toasts and butter, with hearts in their bellies 
no bigger than pins’ heads, and they have bought out 
their services; and now my whole charge consists of 
ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of com- 
panies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted 
cloth ; and such as, indeed, were never soldiers ; but 
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discarded unjust servingmen, younger sons to younger 
brothers, revolted tapstcrs, and ostlers trade-fallen ; 
the cankers of a calm world, and a long peace: and 
such have I, to fill up the rooms of them that have 
bought out their services, that you would think, [ 
had a hundred and fifty tatter’d prodigals, lately come 
from swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks. A 
mad fellow met me on the way, and told me, I had 
unloaded all the gibbets, and press’d the dead bodies. 
No eye hath seen such scare-crows. I[7’ll not march 
through Coventry with them, that’s flat :—Nay, and 
the villains march wide betwixt the legs, as if they 
had gyves on; for, indeed, I had the most of them 
out of prison. There’s but a_shirt and a half in all 
my company; and the half shirt is two napkins tack’d 
together and thrown over the shoulders, like a he- 
rald’s coat without sleeves; and the shirt, to say the 
truth, stolen from my host of Saint Albans, or the red- 
nose sn-keeper of Daintry. But that’s all one; 
they ‘ll find linen enough on every hedge. 


Enter Henry, Prince of Wares, and the Eari of 
WESTMORELAND. 


P. Hen. How now, blown Jack? how now, quilt? 

Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad wag? what a 
devil dost thou in Warwickshire ?—My good lord of 
Westmoreland, I cry you mercy: I thought, your 
honour had already been at Shrewsbury. 

West. ’Faith, Sir John, ’t is more than time that I 
were there, and you too: but my powers are there 
already: The king, I can tell you, looks for us all; 
we must away all night. 

Fal. Tut, never fear me; I am as vigilant, as a cat 
to stealcream. 

P. Hen. { think, to steal cream, indeed; for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me, 
Jack,—whose fellows are these that come after ? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

¥3 
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P. Hen. 1 did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut; good enough to toss; food for pow-. 
der, food for powder; they ’ll filla pit, as well as bet- 
ter: tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. : 

West. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks, they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare,—too beggarly. 

Fal. ’Faith for their poverty,--I know not where 
they had that: and for their bareness,—i am sure, 
they never learn’d that of me. 

P. Hen. No, 1’ll be sworn; unless you call three 
fingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make haste ; 
Percy is already in the field. 

Fal. What, is the king encamp’d? 

West. He is, Sir John; I fear, we shall stay too 
long. {Exeunt the Prince and WESTMORELAND. 

‘al, Well, 
‘To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a feast, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. [ Exit. 


SCENE Il. 
Another part of Hotspur’s Camp. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 


Enter Hotspur, Earl of Worcester, Sir RicHarp 
Vernon, Earl of Doueras, Gentlemen, and 
Soldiers. 


fTot. We'll fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver, Not a whit. 

Hot. Why say youso? looks hé not for supply ? 
Ver. So do we. 

Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. - 

Wor. Good cousin, be advis’d; stir not to-night. 
Ver. Do not, my lord. 


<o 
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Doug. You do not counsel well : 
You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Dome no slander, Douglas: by my life, 
And [I dare well maintain it with my life, 

If well-respected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak fear, 

As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives :— 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle, 
Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much, 
Being men of such great leading as you are, 
That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition :—Certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up : 
Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day; 
And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horse is half the half of himself. 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
In gencral journey-bated, and brought low ; 

The better part of ours are full of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours : 
For heaven’s sake, cqusin, stay, till all come in. 


[Trumpet sounds a Parley. | 


Enter Sir WatrER Biunt, two Gentlemen and a 
Flag of Truce. 


Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 
Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: And ’would to 
heaven, 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of us love you well: and even those some 
iinvy your great deservings and good name ; 
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Because you are not of our quality, 
But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And heaven defend, but still I should stand so, 
So long as, out of limit, and true rule, 
You stand against anointed majesty ! 
But, to my charge.—The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs; and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty: If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot,— 
Which he confesseth to be manifold,— 
He bids you name your gtiefs; and, with all speed, 
You shall have your desires, with interest ; 
And pardon absolute for yourself, and these 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is kind: and, well we know, the king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
My father, and my uncle, and myself, 
Did give him that same royalty he wears : 
And,—when he was not six and twenty strong, 
Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded out-law sneaking home,— 
My father gave him welcome to the shore : 
And,—when he heard him swear, and vow to heaven, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster,— 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 
Swore him assistance, and perform’d it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him, 
The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 
Met himin boroughs, cities, villages ; 
Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow’d him, 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He presently,—as greatness knows itself,— 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
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Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees, 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth ; 
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs; and by this face, 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Blunt. I came not to hear this. 
Hot. Then to the point :—— 
In short time after, he depos’d the king ; 
Soon after that, depriv’d him of his life ; 
And, in the neck of that, task’d the whole state : 
To make that worse, suffer’d his kinsman March, 
Who is, if every owner were well plac’d, 
indeed his king, to be engag’d in Wales, 
There without ransom to lie forfeited : 
Disgrac’d me in my happy victories ; 
Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 
Rated my uncle from the council-board ; 
In rage dismiss’d my father from the court ; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong; 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety ; and, withall, to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king? 
Hot. Not so, Sir Walter: We ’ll withdraw a while. 
Go to the king; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 
And in the morning early shall my uncle 
Bring him our purposes: and so, farewell. 
Blunt. I would, you would accept of grace and love. 
Hot. And, may be, so we shall. 
Blunt. ’ Pray heaven, you do ! 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.]} 
[ Exeunt Sir W. Bunt, with the Gentlemen and 
Flag; and Horspor, with his Friends. 


END OF ACT 1V. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE If. 
King Henry’s Tent. 
[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. | 


iXing Henry, Henry, Prince of Wales, Prince Joun 
of Lancaster, Sir Water Biunt, Sir Joun 
Fatstarr, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, discovered. 


K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky hill! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

P. Hen. The southern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 
And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves, 
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 


[4 Trumpet sounds a Parley. | 


Enter Earl of Worcester, Sir Ricuarp VERNON, 
and a Flag of Truce. 


Kk. Hen. How now, my lord of Worcester? *t ts 
not well, 

That you and I should meet upon such terms 
‘As now we meet: You have deceiv’d our trust: 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace, 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What say you to’t? will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war? 
And move in that obedient orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light, 
And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 
A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times ? 
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Wor. Hear me, my liege :— 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours; for, I do protest, 
I have not sought the day of this dislike. 
K. Hen. You have not sought it, sir! how comes 
it then? 
Fal, Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it, 
P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace. 
Wor. lt pleas’d your majesty, to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself, and all our house: 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
For you, my statf of office did I break 
In Richard’s time; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 
it was myself, my brother, and his son, 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time: You swore to us, 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 
That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the state ; 
Nor claim no further than your new-fall’n right, 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 
To this we sware our aid. But, in short space, 
It rain’d down fortune showering on your head; 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you,— 
What with our help, what with the absent king,— 
You took occasion to be quickly woo’d 
To gripe the general sway into your hand; 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster; 
And, being fed by us, you us’d us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, 
Useth the sparrow; did oppress our nest; 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 
That even our love durst not come near your sight, 
For fear of swallowing; but, with nimble wing 
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‘We were enfore’d, for safety sake, to fly 

Out of your sight, and raise this present head, 
Whereby we stand opposed, by such means 
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself ; 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth 

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

K. Hen. These things, indeed, you have articulated, 
Proclaim’d at market crosses, read i in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents, 
Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation: 

And never yet did insurrection want 

Such water-colours, to impaint his cause ; 
Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pell-mell havock and confusion. 

P. Hen. In both ourarmies there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly, for this encounter, 

If once they join in trial. ‘Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy: By my hopes,— 
This present enterprise set off his head,— 
I do not think, a braver gentleman, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry ; 
And so, I hear, he doth account me too; 
Yet this, before my father’s majesty,— 
I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 
And will, to save the blood on either side, 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 
K. ae And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture 
thee 3 
Albeit considerations infinite 
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Do. make against it:—-No, good Worcester, no; 
We love our people well; even those we love, 
That are misled upon your cousin’s part : 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I’’1l be his: 
So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do :—But, if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, . 
And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 
We offer fair, take it advisedly. 
[ Exeunt WorczEsTER, VERNON, and Flag. 
P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life: 
The Douglas and the Hotspur, both together, 
Are confident against the world in arms. 
KK. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his 
charge; 
For, on their answer, we will set on them: 
And heaven befriend us, as our cause is just ! 
[Exeunt the King, Prince Joun, Sv W. Biunt, 
Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and 
bestride me, so: ’t is a point of friendship. 
P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that 
friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 
Fal. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 
P. Hen, Why, thou owest heaven a death. 
[Ewit the Prince. 
_ Fal, ’T is not due yet; I would be loth to pay him 
before his day. What need I be so forward with him 
that calls not on me? Well, ’t is no matter: Honour 
pricks me on. Yea; but how if honour prick me off; 
when I come on? how then? Can honour set-to a 
leg? No. Oran arm? No. Or take away the grief of 
a wound? No. Honour hath no skill in surgery then? 
No. What is honour? A word. What is that word, 
honour? Air. A trim reckoning! Who hath it? 
G 
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He that died o’ Wednesday. Doth he feel it? No. 
Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insensible then? Yea, to 
the dead. But will it not live with the living? No. 
Why? Detraction will not suffer it: therefore III 
none of it :—Honour is a mere scutcheon, and so ends 
my catechism. {Exit. 


SCENE II. 
Hotspur’s Camp. 


Enter Earl of WorcrstEer, and Sir RicHarp 
VERNON. 


Wor. O, no; my nephew must not know, Sir Ri- 
chard, 

The liberal kind offer of the king. 

Ver. ’*T were best, he did. 

Wor. Then are we all undone : 
It is not possible, it cannot be, 
‘The king should keep his word in loving us 5 
He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults: 
My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot ; 
It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood, 
And an adopted name of privilege ;— 
A hair-brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen :— 
All his offences live upon my head, 
And on his father’s ; we did train him on ; 
And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 
We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all : 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know, 
In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will: I’ll say, ’t is so. 
Here comes your cousin. 


Enter Hotspur, Earl of Douveias, Gentlemen, and 
Soldiers. 
F[ot. My uncle is return’d;—deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland.—Uncle, what news? 
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Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Doug. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Flot. Lord Douglas, then go you, and tell him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 
[ Brit Doucias.. 
Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 
Hot. Did you beg any? heaven forbid ! 
Wor. 1 toldhim gently of our grievanees, 
Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus,— 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn. | 
He calls us rebels, traitors, and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 
The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth before the king, 
And, nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 
H[ot. O, ’would the quarrel lay upon our heads ; 
And that no man might draw short breath to-day, 
But T and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How show’d his talking? seem’d it in contempt ? 
Ver. No, by my soul: 1 never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly ; 
Unless a brother should a brother dare: 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man ;. 
Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue; 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his praise : 
And, which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a blushing cital of himself; 
And chid his truant youth with such a grace, 
As if he master’d there a double spirit, 
Of teaching, and of learning, instantly. 
There did he pause: But let me tell the world, 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope, 
So much miscontrued in his wantonness. 
ffot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies. 
But, be he as he-will, yet once ere night 
G2 
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I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm, 
‘That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 


Enter Earl of Dovetas. 


Doug. Arm, gentlemen, to arms ! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 
And Westmoreland, that was engag’d, did bear it ; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
Tot. Arm, arm with speed!— 
O, gentlemen, the time of life is short; 
To spend that shortness basely, were too long, 
If lite did ride upon a dial’s point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 
if die,—brave death, when princes die with us! 


Etnter Rasy. 


Fiab. My lord, prepare; the king comes on apace. 
Hot. [thank him that he cuts me from my tale; 

For I profess not talking: only this,— 

Let each man do his best: and here draw I 

A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 

With the best blood that I can meet withall 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Sound all the lofty instruments of war, 

And by that musick let us all embrace ; 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 

A second time do such a courtesy. 


[ The Drums, Trumpets, &c. sound.— They embrace. | 
Now,—Esperanza !—Percy !—and set on. 
[ Trumpets, Drums, &c. | 
[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


The Field of Battle near Shrewsbury. 
[dlarums.] 
Enter Earl of Douctas, and Sw WatrER Bunt. 


Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou crossest me? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 
Blunt. They tell thee true. 
Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought: 
‘Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, King Harry, 
This sword hath ended him: so shall it thee, 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. 


{ dlarums.— They fight.—BLunt is slain.] 
Enter. Horsrur. 
Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 


thus, 
I never had triumph’d upon a Scot. 
— Doug. All’s done, all’s won; here breathless lies 
the king. 
Hot. Where? 
Doug. Here. 
Hot. This, Douglas? no, I know this face full 
well: 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 
G3 
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Up, and away ; 
Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 
[ diarums. | 
[ Exeunt Horspur and Douctas. 


{ dlarums.] 
Enter Fausratr. 


Fal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at London, 
1 fear the shot here; here ’s no scoring, but upon the 
pate.—Soft! who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt :— 
There ’s honour for you! Here’s no vanity !—I am 
as hot as molten lead,— Heaven keep lead out of me! 
I need no more weight than mine own bowels.—I have 
led my raggamuffins where they are pepper’d : there ’s 
not three of my hundred and fifty left alive ; and they 
are for the town’s end, to beg during life. But who 
comes here? 


Enter Henry, Prince of Watxs, with his Sword 
broken. 


P. Hen. What, stand’st thou idle here? lend me 
thy sword, 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whose deaths are unreveng’d: lend me thy sword. 
dal. O Hal, I pr’ythee, give me leave to breathe 
a while-—Turk Gregory never did such deeds in arms, 
as I have done this day.—I have paid Percy, I have 
made him sure. 
P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 
I pr’ythee, lend me thy sword. 
Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get’st not 
my sword: but, take my pistol, if thou wilt. 
P. Hen. Give it me: What, is it in the case? 
Fal. Ay, Hat; ’t is hot, ’t is hot; there ’s that will 
sack a city. 
[The Prince draws out a bottle of Sack. | 
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P. Hen. What, is it a time to jest and dally now? 

[The Prince throws wt at him, and extt. 

Fal. If Perey be alive, Ill pierce him. If he do 

come in my way, so: if he do not,—if I come in his, 

willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. [I like 

not such grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: give 

me life ; which if I can save, so; if not, honour comes 
unlook’d for, and there’s an end. 

[ dlarums.] 
[ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


Another Part of the Field of Battle. 
[dlarums.] 


Enter. Henry, Prince of Waves, and Horspur. 


FTot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 
P. Hen. Thou speak’ st as if I would deny my name, 
Hfot. My name is Harry Percy. 
P. Hen, Why, then I see 
A very valiant rebel of the name. 
I am the Prince of Wales: and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more ; 
Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere 5 
Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 
fTot. Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is come 
To end the one of us: and would to heaven, 
iby name in arms were now as great as mine ! 
P. Hen. 1’ll make it greater, ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy crest 
1’ll crop, to make a garland for my head. 
JTot, Ican no longer brook thy vanities. 
[They fight.] 
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Enter Fausrarr. 


Fail. Well said, Hal! to it, Hal !—Nay, you shall 
find no boy’s play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Earl of Dovetas ; he strikes at FaustaFr, who 
falls down as if he were dead.—Exit DoucLas.— 
Horspur is wounded, and falls. 


Hot. O, Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my youth: 
1 better brook the loss of brittle life, 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me; 
They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword my 
flesh :—— 
O, I could prophesy, 
But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my.tongue :—No, Percy, thou art dust, 
And food for—— [Hotspur dies. | 
P.-H]en. For worms, brave Percy: Fare thee well, 
great heart !— 
Tll-weav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 
_ But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
* Is room enough :—This earth, that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven! 
Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the Ae 
But not remember’d in thy epitaph ! 
[He sees Faustarr on the ground.] 
What! old acquaintance ! Could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell ! 
I could have better spar’d a better man, 
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee, 
If I were much in love with vanity. 
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day ; 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray :— 
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Imbowel’d will I see thee by and by; 
Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 
[Ewit the Prince, 


Farsrarr, rising slowly. 


fal. imbowel’d! if thou embowel me to-day, Ill 
give you leave to powder me, and eat me too, to- 
morrow. ‘Sblood, ’t was tirfe to counterfeit, or that 
hot termagant Scot had paid me scot and lot too. 
Counterfeit? Ilie; Iam no counterfeit: To die, is 
to be a counterfeit; for he is but the counterfeit of a 
man, who hath not the life of a man: but to coun- 
terfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no 
counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life in- 
deed. The better part of valour is discretion; in 
the which better part I have sav’d my lfe—I am 
afraid of this gunpowder, Percy, though he be dead: 
How if he should counterfeit too, and rise? | am 
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit : there- 
fore 1711 make him sure; yea, and I’ll swear I kill’d 
him. Why may he not rise, as well as I? Nothing 
confutes me but eyes; and nobody sees me: There- 
fore, sirrah,—[Stabs Horspur|]—with a new wound 
in your thigh, come you along with me. 

[Takes Horspur on his back.} 


Enter Henry, Prince of Warns, Prince Joun of 
Lancaster, and Soldiers. 


P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast 
thou flesh’d 
Thy maiden sword, 
P. John. But, soft! whom have we here ? 
Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead ? 
P. Hen. I did;-I saw him dead, breathless and 
bleeding 
On the ground.— 
Art thou alive? or is it fantasy 
That plays upon our eye-sight? Pr’ythee, speak; 
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We will not trust our eyes, without our ears :— 
Thou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a double man ; 
but if lL be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack.— 
ee Ee the body down.|—There is Percy. If your 

ather will do me any honour, so; if not, let him kill 

the next Percy himself. I look to be either earl or 

duke, I can assure you. 

; af fen. Why, Percy I kill’d myself, and saw thee 
ead. 

Fal. Didst thou ?—Lord, lord, how this world is 
given to lying !—I grant you, | wasdown, and out of 
breath; and so was he: but we rose both at an in- 
stant, and fought along hour by Shrewsbury clock. 
If 1 may be beliew’d, so; if not, let them, that should 
reward valour, bear the sin upon their own heads. 
I ’ll take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in 
the thigh: if the man were alive, and would deny it, 
I would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e’er I heard.. 

P. Hen, This isthe strangest fellow, brother John.— 
Come, bring your luggage nobly after you ;. 

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 
[ Trumpets sound a Retreat.]} 
The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let’s to the highest of the field, 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 
[Exeunt Princes HENRY and Joun. 

Fal. \’1l follow, as they say, for reward. He that 
rewards me, heaven reward him! If [ do grow great, 
I’ll grow less; for I’ll purge, and leave sack, and 
live cleanly, as a nobleman should do. 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.} 


[Exeunt FaustaFF, and Soldiers bearing 
: ee 
Horspur’s Body after him. 
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SCENE V. 


King Henry’s Tent. 
{ Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 
King Henry, Henry, Prince of Watss, Prince 
JoHn of Lancasrer, Earl of WeEstmorELanD, 


Gentlemen, and Soldiers, with WorcrsrErR, VER- 
NON, and others, Prisoners, discovered. 


K. Hen, Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.— 
Ill-spirited Worcester! did we not send grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you? 

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary ? 

Wor. What I have done, my safety urg’d me to ;—~ 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon 

too: 
Other offenders we will pause upon.— 


[Exeunt WorcEsTER, VERNON, and others, guarded, 


How goes the field ? 
P. fflen. The gallant Scot, lord Douglas, when he 
saw 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 
The noble Perey slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rest ; 
And, falling from a hill, he was so bruis’d, 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is; and I beseech your grace, 
I may dispose of him. 
K. Hen, With all my heart. 
P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomless and free : 
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His valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 
Has taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries. 

K. Hen. Then this remains,—that we divide our 

power.— 

You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest speed, 
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms: 
Myself,—and you, son Harry,—will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day: 
And, since this business so far fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. 


[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.] 
[Exeunt. 


THE END. 
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KING HENRY lV. 


THE SECOND PART. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. 
A Street in London. 


Enter Sir Joun Farsrarr, and his Page following 
him, with his Sword and Buckler. 


Fal. Sirrau, you giant, what says the doctor to 
my water? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good 
healthy water: but, for the party that owed it, he 
might have more diseases than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me: 
the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is 
not able to invent any thing that tends to laughter, 
more than J invent, or is invented on me: I am not 
only witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in other 
men. I do here walk before thee, like a sow that 
hath overwhelm’d all her litter but one. If the prince 
put thee into my service for any other reason than to 
set me off, why then I have no judgement. Thou . 
whore-son mandrake, thou art fitterto be worn in my 
cap, than to wait at my heels.—What. said master 
Dommelton about the satin for my short cloak, and 
my slops? 
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Page. He said, sir, you should procure him better 
assurance than Bardolph: he would not take his bond 
and yours ; he lik’d not the security. 

fal. Let him be damn’d like the glutton! may his 
tongue be hotter!—A whoreson Achitophel! a ras- 
cally yea-forsooth knave! to bear a gentleman in 
hand, and then stand upon security !—I had as lief 
they would put ratsbane in my mouth, as offer to stop 
it with security. I look’d he should have sent me 
two-and-twenty yards of satin, as I ama true knight, 
and he sends me security.—Well, he may sleep in se- 
curity ; for he hath the horn of abundance, and the 
lightness of his wife shines through it: and yet can- 
not he see, though he have his own lantern to light 
him.—— Where ’s Bardolph ? 

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield, to buy your 
worship a horse. 

Fal. 1 bought him in Paul’s, and he ’Il buy me a 
horse in Smithfield: If I could get me but a wife in 
the stews, I were mann’d, hors’d, and wiv’d. 

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that com- 
mitted the prince for striking him about Bardolph. 

Enier the Lord Chief Justice, and two Apparitors. 

Fal. Wait close, I will not-see him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there ? 

App. Falstaff, an’ t please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the robbery ?}— 
Call him back again. 

App. Sir John Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him, lam deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder, my master is deaf. 

Che Just. 1 am sure he is, to the hearing of any, 
thing good.—Go, pluck him by the elbow; I must 
speak with him. 

App. Sir John, 

Fal. What, a young knave, and beg? Is there not 
wars ? is there not employment ? 
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App. You mistake me, -sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest man ? 
setting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I 
had lied in my throat, if I had said so.—Hence! 
avaunt | 

App. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch, Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 

fal. My good lord |—Heaven give your lordship 
good time of day. lam glad to see your lordship 
abroi id: [ heard say, your lordship was sick: I hope, 
your lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lordship, 
though not clean past your youth, hath yet some 
smack of age in you, some relish of the saltness o. 
time; and I most humbly beseech your lordship to 
have a reverend cure of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your ex, 
pedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. An’t please your lordship, I hear his majesty 
is return’d with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Just. 1 talk not of his majesty :—you would not 
come when I sent for you. 

Fal. And l heer moreover, his highness is fallen 
into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him !—I pray, let me 
speak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy, as I take it, is a kind of le- 
thargy, an ’t please your lordship; a kind of sleeping 
in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much grief; from 
study, and perturbation of the brain: IT have read the 
cause of his effects in Galen; it is a kind of deafness. 

Ch. Just. I think, you are fallen into the disease; 
for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well. 

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were matters 
against you for your life, bago* speak with me. 

E B 
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Fal. As I was then advis’d by my learned counsel 
in the laws of this Jand-service, I did not come. 

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in 
great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live 
in less. 

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and your 
waste Is great. 

fal. | would it were otherwise; I would my means 
were greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just. You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal. The young prince has misled me: I am the 
fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Jusi. You follow the young prince up and 
down, like his ill angel. 

Fal. My lord, you that are old, consider not the 
capacities of us that are young; you do measure the 
heat of our livers with the bitterness of your galls: 
and we, that are in the vaward of our youth, I must 
confess, are wags too. 

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the scroll 
of youth, that are written down old with all the cha- 
racters of age? Have you nota moist eye? a dry 
hand? a yellow cheek? a white beard? a decreasing 
leg? an increasing belly? Is not your voice broken? 
your wind short? your chin double? your wit sin- 
gle? and every part about you blasted with antiquity ? 
and will you yet call yourself young? Fie, fie, fie, 
Sir John? 

Fal. My lord, I was born about three of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head, and something 
around belly. For my voice,—I have lost it with 
hollaing and singing of anthems. To ,approve my 
youth further, I will not: the truth is, I am only old 
in judgement and understanding; and he that will 
caper with me for a thousand marks, let him lend 
me the money, and have at him.—For the box o’ the 
ear that the prince gave you,—he gave it like a rude 
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prince, and you took it like a sensible lord. I have 
check’d him for it, and the young lion repents; marry, 
not in ashes and sack -cloth, but in new silk, and old 
sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven send the prince a better 
companion ! 

Fal. Heaven send the companion a better prince ! 
T cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Just. Weil, the king hath sever’d you and 
prince Harry: I hear, you are going with lord John 
of Lancaster, against the archbishop, and the Sa of 
Northumberland. 

Fal. Yea;—i thank your pretty sweet wit for it ;— 
but look you pray, all you that kiss my lady peace at 
home, that our armies join not in a hot day; for, by 
the lord, I take but two shirts out with me, and [ 
mean not to sweat extraordinarily : if it be a hot day, 
an | brandish any thing but a bottle, I would I might 
never spit white again. There is not a dangerous ac- 
tion can peep out his head, but I am thrust upon it: 
Well, I cannot last ever: But it was always yet the 
trick of our English nation, if they have a good thing, 
tomake it too common. If you will needs say, I am 
an old man, you should give me rest. I would to 
heaven, my name were not so terrible to the enemy 
as it is. I were better to be eaten to death with a rust, 
than to be scour’d to nothing with perpetual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest ! And hea- 
ven bless your expedition ! 

Fal, Will your lordship lend me athousand pound, 
to furnish me forth ? 

Ch, Just. Not a penny, not a penny; you are too 
impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well: Commend 
me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

[Eweunt the Chief Justice, and Apparitors. 

Fal. Uf I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle.—A 
man can no more separate age and covetousness, than. 
he can part young limbs and lechery.—-Boy !~- 

Bo 
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Page. Sir? 

Fal, What money is in my purse ? 

Page. Seven groats and two-pence. 

Fal. I can get no remedy against this consumption 
of the purse: borrowing only lingers and lingers it 
out, but the disease is incurable. Go bear this letter 
to my lord of Lancaster; this to the prince; this to 
the earl of Westmoreland; and this to old mistress 
Ursula,—whom I have weekly sworn to marry, since J 
perceiv’d the first white hair on my chin :— About it ; 
you know where to find me. [Ext Page. 
A plague of this gout! it plays the rogue with my 
great toe. It is no matter, if Ido halt; I have the 
wars for my colour, and my pension shall seem the 
more reasonable: A good wit will make use of any 
thing; I will turn diseases to commodity. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


The Archbishop of York’s Palace in Yorkshire. 


The Archbishop of Yorx, Lord Hastines, Thomas 
Mowsray (Earl Marshal), and two other Gentle- 
men, discovered, seated. 

[ They rise. | 
Archb. Thus have you heard our cause, and known 
our means; 

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all, 

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file 

To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies live largely in the hope 

Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 

With an incensed fire of injuries. 

Mow. The question then, lord Hastings, standeth 
thus ;— 

Whether our present five and twenty thousand 

May hold up head without Northumberland ? 
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Hast. With him, we may. 
Mow.. Ay, marry, there’s the point :— 
But if without him we be thought too feeble ?— 
My judgement is, we should not step too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand ; 
For, in a theme so bloody-fac’d as this, 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted. 
Archb, ’*T is very true, lord marshal; for, indeed, 
lt was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 
Mow. It was, my lord; who lin’d himself with hope, 
Eating the air on promise of supply, 
Flattering himself in project of a power 
Much smalJer than the smallest of his thoughts; 
And so, with great imagination, 
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 
And, winking, leap’d into destruction. 
Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likelihoods, and forms of hope. 
Mow. Yes, in this present quality of war, 
Indeed of instant action: A cause on foot 
Lives so in hope, as in an early spring 
We see the appearing buds; which, to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair, 
That frosts will bite them. 
Hast. I think, we are a body strong enough, 
Even as we are, to equal with the king. 
Archb. What! is the king but five and twenty 
thousand ? 
_ Hast. To us, no more; nay, not so much, my 
lord; 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 
Are in three heads: one power against the French, 
And one against Glendower; perforce, a third 
Must take up us. 
Archb. Who, is it like, should lead his forces 
hither ? ; 
Hast. Prince John of Lancaster, and Westmoreland: 
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Against the Welsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth : 
But who is substituted ’gainst the French, 
I have no certain notice. 

Archb. Let us on ; 
And publish the occasion of our arms. 
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited :—— 
A habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many, with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be,— 
And being now trimm’d in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 
That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up ! 
What trust is in these times ? 
They that, when Richard liv’d, would have him die, 
Are now become enamour’d on his grave : 
Thou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head, 
When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 
Cry’st now, O earth, give us that king again, 
And take thou this! O thoughts of men accurst ! 
Past, and to come, seem best; things present, worst. 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE ILL 
A Street in London. 


Enter Hostess, Fane, and SNARE. 


Host. Master Fang, have you enter’d the action ? 

Fang. It is enter’d.—Snare, we must arrest Sir John 
Falstaff. ; 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, for 
he will stab. 

Fang. An I but fist him once; an a’? come but 
within my vice ;— 


THE SECOND PART. 13 


Host, 1 am undone by his going; I warrant you, 
he’s an infinitive thing upon my score: —Good master 
Fang, hold him sure :—good master Snare, let him not 
*scape. He comes continuantly to Pye-corner, (sav- 
ing your manhoods,) to buy a saddle; and he’s in- 
dited to dinner to the Lubbar’s-head in Lumbart- 
street, to master Smooth’s the silkman: I pray ye, 
since my exion is enter’d, and my case so openly 
known to the world, let him be brought in to his an- 
swer. A hundred mark is a long loan for a poor lone 
woman to bear; and I have borne, and borne, and 
borne; and have been fubb’d off, and fubb’d off, 
from this day to that day, that it is a shame to be 
thought on. There is no honesty in such dealing; 
unless a woman should be made an ass, and a beast, 
to bear every knave’s wrong.— Yonder he comes ; and 
that arrant malmsey-nose knave, Bardolph, with him. 
Do your offices, do your offices, master Fang, and 
master Snare; do me, do me, do me your offices, 


Enter Sir Joun Farstarr, Barpoupa, and the Page. 


Fal. How now! whose mare’s dead? what’s the 
matter ? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of mistress 
Quickly. 

Fal. Away, varlets!—Draw, Bardolph ; cut me off 
the villain’s head ; throw the quean in the channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel ?—Murder, mur- 
der! O thou honey-suckle villain! wilt thou kill 
heaven’s officers, and the king’s? 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue! a rescue! 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two.—Thou 
wot, wo't thou? thou wo’t, wo’t thou? do, do, thou 
rogue! do, thou hemp-seed ! 

fal. Away, you scullion! you rampallian! you 
fustilarian! [’ll tickle your catastrophe. 
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Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and two Apparitors. 


Ch. Just. What’s the matter? keep the peace here, 
ho! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me, I beseech you. 

Ch, Just. How now, Sir John ? what are you brawl- 

ing here? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and business? 
You should have been well on your way to York.— 
Stand from him, fellow! Wherefore hang’st thou on _ 
him ? 

Host. O my most worshipful lord, an ’t please your 
grace, I ama poor widow of Eastcheap, and he is ar- 
rested at my suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum ? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord; is is for 
all, all Thave; he hath eaten me out of house and 
home ; 3 he hath put all my substance into that fat 
belly of his. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John? Fie! what 
man of good temper would endure this tempest of ex-- 
clamation? Are you not asham’d, to enforce a poor 
widow to so rough a course to come by her own ? 

Fal. What is the gross sam that I owe thee ? 

Fost. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself, 
and the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a 
parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at 
the round table, by asea-coal fire, on Wednesday, in 
Whitsun-week, when the Prince broke thy head for 
liking his father to a singing-man of Windsor; thou 
didst swear to me then, as I was washing thy wound, 
to marry me, and make me my lady thy wife. Canst 
thou deny it? Did not goodwite Keech, the butcher’s 
wife, come in then, and call me gossip Quickly ? com- 
ing in to borrow a mess of vinegar; telling us, she 
had a good dish of prawns; whereby thou didst desire 
to eat some; whereby I told thee, they were ill for a 
green w ound: And didst thou not, when she was 
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gone down stairs, desire me to be no more so fami- 
liarity with such poor people; saying, that ere long 
they should call me madam? And didst thou not 
kiss me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings? I put 
thee now to thy book-oath ; deny it, if thou canst. 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son is 
like you; she hath been in good case, and, the truth 
is, poverty hath distracted her. But for these foolish 
officers, 1 beseech you, I may have redress against 
them. 

Ch, Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cause the 
false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng 
of words that come with such more than impudent 
sauciness from you, can thrust me from a level con- 
sideration: You have, as it appears. to me, practis’d 
upon the easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and made 
her serve your uses both in purse and person. 

Host. Yea, in truth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. ’ Pry’thee, peace:—Pay her the debt you 
owe her, and unpay the villainy you have done with 
her; the one you may do with sterling money, and 
the other with current repentance. 

Fal. My lord, 1 will, not undergo this sneap with- 
out reply. You call honourable boldness, impudent 
sauciness: if a man will make curt’sy, and say no- 
thing, he is virtuous: No, my lord, my humble duty 
remember’d, I will not be your suitor ; I say to you, I 
do desire deliverance. from. these officers, being upon 
hasty employment in the king’s affairs. 

Ch. Just. You speak as. having power to do wrong: 
but answer in the effect of your reputation, and satisfy 
the poor woman. 

Fal, Come hither, hostess. 

[Taking her aside. | 


= 
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Enter GowER, with Letters. 


Ch. Just. Now, master Gower; What news? 
Gow. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of- 
Wales, 
Are near at hand: the rest, the paper tells. 

Fal. As 1 am a gentleman,— 

Host. Nay, you said so before. 

Fal. As It am a gentleman ;——Come, no more 
words of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, | must 
be fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapestry of my 
dining-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking: and for 
thy walls,—a pretty slight drollery, or the story of the 
prodigal in water-work, is worth a thousand of these 
bed: hangings, and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it 
be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, if it were not for 
thy humours, there is not a better weneh in England. 
Go, wash thy face, and ’ draw thy action: Come, thou 
must not be in this humour with. me; dost not 
know me? Come, come, I know thou' wast set on 
to this. 

Host. ’ Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles: Iam loth to pawn my plate, in good ear- 
nest, la. 

Fal. Let it alone; I’ll make other shift: youll be 
a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my 
gown. I hope, you’ll come to supper: You ‘ll pay 
me all together? 

Fal. Will I live?—Go, with her, with her; hook 
on, hook on. 

Host. Will you have Doll Tear-sheet meet you at 
supper ? 

Fal. No more words; let’s have her. 

[Exeunt Hostess, BarDoLPH, Fana, Snare, 
and Page. 
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Ch. Just. [have heard better news. 

Fal. What ’s the news, my lord? 

Ch, Just. Where lay the king to-night ? 

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. Thope, my lord, all’s well: What ’s the news, 
my lord? 

Ch, Just. Come all his forces back? 

Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse, 
Are march’d up to my lord of Lancaster, 

Against Northumberland, and the Archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble 
lord? 

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me presently : 
Come, go along with me, good master Gower, 

Fal. My lord,— 

Ch. Just. What’s the matter? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me to 
dinner? 

Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here: I 
thank you, good Sir John. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being 
you are to take soldiers up in counties as you go. 

Fal. Will you sup with me, master Gower? 

Ch. Just: What foolish master taught you these 
~ manners, Sir John? 

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, he 
was a fool that taught them me.—This is the right 
fencing grace, my lord; tap for tap, and so part fair. 

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee! thou art a 
great fool. 
f Eweunt the Chief Justice, Gower, and 

FaLsTaFF. 


HND OF ACT I, 


KING HENRY IV. 


ACT Il. 


SCENE I. 
An Apartment of the Prince of Wales’s in London. 


Enter Henry, Prince of Waxes, and Porns. 


P. Hen. Trust me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought, weari- 
ness durst not have attach’d one of so high blood. 

P. Hen. ’Faith, it does me; though it discolours 
the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. 
Doth it not show vilely in me, to desire small beer ? 

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely stu- 
died, as to remember so weak a composition. 

'P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not princely 
got; for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor 
creature, small beer. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have labour’d 
so hard, you should talk so idly! Tell me, how many 
good young princes would do so, their fathers. being 
so sick as yours at this time is? 

P. Hen, Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Poms. Yes; and let it be an excellent good thing. 

P: Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher 
breeding than thine. 

Poins. Go to; I stand the push of your one thing 
that you will tell. 

P. Hen. Marry, I tell thee,—it i is not meet that I 
should be sad, now my father is sick; albeit I could 
tell to thee,—as to one it pleases me, for fault of ‘a: 
better, to call my friend,—I could be sad, and sad in- 
deed too. 

Poins. Very hardly, upon such a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think’st me as far in 
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the devil’s book, as thou, and Falstaff, for obduracy 
and persistency: But, 1 tell thee,—my heart bleeds 
inwardly, that my father is so sick; and keeping such 
vile company as thou art, hath in reason taken from 
me all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The reason ? 

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me, if I should 
weep? 

Poins. 1 would think thee a most princely hypo- 
crite. 

P. Hen. It would be every man’s thought: every 
man would think me an hypocrite indeed.—Well, 
let the end try the man. 

Poins. By the mass, here comes Bardolph. 

P. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff: he had 
him from me christian; and look, if the fat villain 
have not transform’d him ape. 


Enter Barpoiru, and Page. 


Bard. ’Save your grace ! 

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph !—And 
how doth thy master, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace’s 
coming to town; there’s a letter for you. 

P. Hen. Deliver’d with good respect.—And how 
doth the martlemas, your master ? 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a physician: 
but that meves not him; though that be sick, it dies 
not. 

P. Hen. 1 do allow this wen to be as familiar with 
me as my dog; and he holds his place; for, look you, 
how he writes. 

‘Poms. [Reads.| John Falstaff, knight,——Every 

man must know that, as oft as he has occasion to name 

himself. Even like those that are kin to the king ; for 

they never prick their finger, but they say, There’s 

some of the king’s blood spilt: How comes that ? says 
. ») 


C a 
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he, that takes upon him not to conceive: the answer 
is as ready as a borrower’s cap; I am the king’s poor 
cousin, sir. 

P. Hen. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will 
fetch it from Japhet. But the letter :— 

Poins. Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son of the 
king, nearest his father, Harry Prince of Wales, greet- 
mg.—Why, this is a certificate. 

P. Hen, Peace! 

Poms. I will imitate the honourable Roman in bre- 
vity :—he suremeans brevity in breath; short-winded. 
—1I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave 
thee. Be not too familiar with Poins ; for he misuses 
thy favours so much, that he swears, thou art to marry 
his sister Nell. Repent at idle times as thou may’st, 
and so farewell._— Thme, by yeaandno, (which is as much 
as to say, as thou usest him,) Jack Falstaff, with my 
familiars ; John, with my brothers and sisters ; and Sir 
John, with all Europe. 

My lord, I’! steep this letter in sack, and make him 
eat it. 

P. Hen. That’s to make him eat twenty of his 
words. But do youuse methus, Ned? must I marry 
your sister ? 

Poins. May the wench have no worse fortune! but 
{ never said so. 

P. Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with the time ; 
and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds, and mock 
us.—Is your master here in London? 

Bard, Yea, my lord. 

P. Hen. Where sups he? 

Bard. At the old place, my lord; in Eastcheap. 
P. Hen, What company? Sup any women with 
nim ? 

Page. None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly, 
and mistress Doll Tear-sheet. 

P. Hen, Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at sup- 
per? 


THE SECOND PART. 21 


Poins. I am your shadow, my lord; I'll follow you. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy,—and Bardolph,—no 
word to your master, that 1 am yet come to town: 
There ’s for your silence. (Gives lus purse.) 

Bard. 1 have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir,—I will govern it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well; go. 

{Exeunt Barpo.tpn, and Page. 
How might we see Falstaff bestow himself to-night 
in his true colours, and not ourselves be seen ? 

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons, and 
wait upon him at his tab'e, as drawers. 

P. Hen. From a prince to a prentice? a low trans- 
formation! that shall be mine; for, in every thing, 
the purpose must weigh with the folly. Follow me, 
Ned, [Exeunt the Prince, and Pots. 


SCENE II. 
The Boar's Head Tavern nm Eastcheap. 


Hostess, and Dott TEAR-sHEET, discovered. 


Host. V faith, sweet heart, methinks, now you are 
in an excellent good temperality: your pulsidge beats 
as extraordinarily as heart would desire; and your co- 
lour, I warrant you, is as red as any rose: But, 1’ faith, 
you have drunk too much canaries. How do you now? 

Dol. Better than Iwas. Hem. 

Host. Why, that was well said: A good heart’s 
worth gold. Lo, here comes Sir John. 


Enter Farsrarr, with a Jug of Sack. 

Fal. When arthur first in court—Why, hostess,— 
and was a worthy king,—How now, mistress Doll? 
Host. Sick of a calm: yea, good sooth. 

Fal. So is all her sect; if they be onee in a calm, 
they are sick. 


c3 
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Dol. You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort you 
give me? 

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion; you 
two never meet but you fall to some discord: you are 
both, in good troth, as rheumatic as two dry toasts ; 
you cannot one bear with another’s confirmities. 
What the good-year! one must bear, and that must 
be you: you are the weaker vessel, as they say, the 
emptier vessel. [To Dott.} 

Dol. Come, Ill be friends with thee, Jack: thou 
art going to the wars; and whether I shall ever see 
thee again, or no, there is nobody cares. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, ancient Pistol ’s below, and would speak 
with you. 

Dol. Hang him, swaggering rascal! let him not 
come hither: it is the foul-mouth’dst rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Host. if he swagger, let him not come here: no, 
by my faith; I must live amongst my neighbours; 
Ill no swaggerers: I am in good name and fame with: 
the very best:—Shut the door;—there comes no 
swaggerers here: [ have not liv’d. all this while, to 
have swaggering now ;—shut the door, I pray you. 

Fal. Dost thouhear, hostess ?—— 

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John; there 
comes no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 

Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne’er tell me ; your an- 
cient swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before 
master Tisick, the deputy, t’ other day; and, as he 
said to me,—it was no longer ago than Wednesday 
last,— Neighbour Quickly, says he ;—-master Dumb, 
our minister, was by then ;— Neighbour Quickly, says 
he, receive those that are civil; for, said he, you are in 
an ill name ;—now he said so, I can tell whereupon ; 
for, says he, you are an honest woman, and well thought 
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on; therefore take heed what guests you receive: Re- 
ceive, says he, no swaggering companions.——There 
comes none here;—you would bless you to hear what 
he said:—no, [,’ll no swaggerers. 

Fal. He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame cheater, 
he; you may stroke him as gently as a puppy-grey- 
hound ; he’ll not swagger with a Barbary hen, if her 
feathers turn back in any show of resistance.—Call 
him up, boy. [Eat Page. 

Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honest 
man my house, nor no cheater: But I do not love 
swaggering ; by my troth, | am the worse, when one 
says—swagger: feel, how I shake; look you, I war- 
tant you. 

Dol. So you do, hostess. 

Host. Do I? yea,in very truth, do I, an’t were an 
aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers. 


Enter PistoL, Barpoipy, and Page. 

Pist. Save you, Sir John! 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I 
charge you witha cup of sack: do you discharge 
upon mine hostess. ; 

Host. 1711 drink no more than will do me good, for 
no man’s pleasure, I. 

Pist. Then to you, mistress Dorothy; I will charge 
pou. 

Dol. Charge me? I scorn you, scurvy companion. 
What! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen 
mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! Iam meat 
for your master. 

Pist. I know you, mistress Dorothy. 

Dol. Away, you cut-purse rascal! Away you bot- 
tle-ale rascal! you basket-hilt stale juggler, you !— 
Since when I pray you, sir ?— 

Pist. 1 will murder your ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Pistol; I would not have you go off 
here: discharge yourself of our company, Pistol. 
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Host. No, good captain Pistol; not here, sweet 
captain. 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable cheater, art thou 
not asham’d to be call’d—captain? If captains were 
of my mind, they would truncheon you out, for tak- 
ing their names upon you before you have earn’d 
them. You a captain! for what? 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Pist. 171! see her damn’d first; to Pluto’s damned 
lake, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and tortures 
vile also. Hold hook and line, say I. Down? Down, 
dogs! down faitors! Have we not Hiren here? 

Host. Good captain, be quiet; it is very late: I 
beseek you now, aggravate your choler. 

Pist. These be good humours, indeed! Shall pack- 

horses, 
And hollow-pamper’d jades of Asia, 
Which cannot go but thirty mile a day, 
Compare with Ceesars, and with Cannibals, 
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus; and let the welkin roar.— 
Shall we fall foul for toys ? 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter 
words.—I pray, be quiet. 

Pist. Feed, and be fat, my fair-Calipolis: 

Come, give ’s some sack. 

—Si fortuna me tormenta, sperato me contenta.— 
Fear we broad-sides? no, let the fiend give fire: 
Give me some sack. 

Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: What! we* 
have seen the seven stars. 

Dol. Thrust him down stairs; [ cannot endure 
such a fustian rascal. | 

Pist. Thrust him down stairs! know we not Gal- 
loway nags? : 

Fal, Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-groat 
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~ shilling: nay, if he do nothing but speak nothing, he 
shall be nothing here. 
Bard. Come, get you down stairs. 
Pist. What! shall we have incision? shall we im- 
brew?——-—Then death 
Rock me asleep, abridge my doleful days ! 
Why then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the sisters three! Come, Atropos, I say ! 
[Drawing his Sword. ] 
Fal. Give me my rapier, boy. 
Dol, I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee, do not draw. 
Fal. Get you down stairs. 
[FatsTaFF, BarpoLpu, and Page, drive 
Pistox out. | 
Host. Here’s agoodly tumult! I ’ll forswear keep- 
ing house, afore I'll be in these tirrits and frights. 
So; murther, I warrant now. 


Re-enter FatstaFrF. 


Fal. A rascal! to brave me! 

Dol. Ah, you sweet rogue, you !|—Thou art as va- 
lorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of Agamemnon, 
and ten times better than the nine worthies. 

Fal. Sit on my knee, Doll. A rascal bragging 
slave! the rogue fled from me like quicksilver. 

Dol. When wilt thou leave fighting, and begin to 
patch up thine old body for heaven ? 


Enter, behind, HENry, Prince of Wa Es, and Porns, 
disguised like Drawers. 

Fal. Peace, good Doll! do not speak like a death’s 
head ; do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of ? 

Fal. A good shallow young fellow: he would have 
made a good pantler, he would have chipp’d bread well. 

Dol. They say, Poins has a good wit. 

Fal, Hea good wit? hang him, baboon !—his wit 
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is as thick as Tewksbury mustard; there is no more 
conceit in him than is in a mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the prince love him so then ? 

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness; and 
he plays at quoits well; and drinks off candles’ ends 
for flap-dragons; and jumps upon joint-stools ; and 
swears with a good grace; and such other gambol fa- 
culties he hath, that show a weak mind and an able 
body, for the which the prince admits him; for the 
prince himself is such another; the weight of a hair 
_ will turn the scales between their avoirdupois. 

P. Hen. Would not this nave of a wheel have his 
ears cut off? 

Poins. Let ’s beat him before his wench. 

P. Hen. Look, if the wither’d elder hath not his 
poll claw’d like a parrot. 

Fal. Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

Dol. Nay, truly; I kiss thee with a most constant 
heart. 

Fal. Lam old, Tam old. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy 
young boy of them all. 

Fal. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall re- 
ceive money on Thursday: thou shalt have a cap to- 
morrow.—Thou ‘It forget me, when I am gone. 

Dol. By my troth, thou’lt set me. a-weeping, an 
thou say’st so: prove that ever I dress myself hand- 
some till thy return,x——Well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis. . 

P. Hen. Poiwns. Anon, anon, sir. 

Fal. Ha! a bastard son of the king’s?—and art 
not thou Poins, his brother? 

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents, 
what a life dost thou lead ? 

fal. better than thou; I am a gentleman, thou 
arta drawer. 

P. Hen. Very true, sir; and 1 come to draw you 
out by the ears. [ They throw off their Dis guises.) 
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Host. OQ, the Lord preserve thy good grace! wel- 
come to London.—Now heaven bless that sweet face 
of thine! What, are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thouwhoreson mad compound of majesty, — 
by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou art wel- 
come. [Leaning his hand upon Dot. | 

Dol. How, you fat fool, I scorn you. 

Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your re- 
venge, and turn all toa merriment, if you take not 
the heat. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how 
vilely did you speak of me even now, before this 
honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman ? 

Host. ’Blessing o’ your good heart ! and so she is, 
by my troth. 

Fai. Didst thou hear me? 

P. Hen. Yes; and you knew me, as you did when 
you ran away by Gads-Hill: you knew I was at your 
back ; and spoke it on purpose, to try my patience, 

Fal. No, no, no; not so; I did not think thou 
wast within hearing. 

P. Hen, I shall drive you then to confess the wilful 
abuse; and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour; no abuse. 

P. Hen. No? to dispraise me; and call me 
pantler, and bread-chipper, and 1 know not what? 

Fal. No abuse, Hal. 

Poins. No abuse? 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world; honest Ned, 
none. [I disprais’d him before the wicked, that the 
wicked might not fall in love with him :—in which 
doing, I have done the part of a careful friend, and a 
true subject, and thy father is to give me thanks for 
it. No abuse, Hal;—none, Ned, none ;—no, boys, 
none. 

P., Hen. See now, whether pure fear, and entire 
cowardice, doth not ‘make thee wrong this virtuous 
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gentlewoman to close with us? Is she of the wicked ? 
Is thine hostess here of the wicked ? 
Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 
[4 loud knocking without.) 
Fal. Who knocks so loud at door? look to the doot 
there, Hostess. 


Enter GowER. 


P. Hen. Gower, how now? what news? 
Gow. The king your father is at Westminster : 
And there are twenty weak and wearied posts, 
Come from the north: and, as I came along, 
I met, and overtook, a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff. 
P. Hen. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
blame, 
So idly to-profane the precious time ; 
When tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my sword, and cloak :—Falstaff, good night. 
[Exeunt the Prince, Porns, and GowER. 
Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the 
night, and we must hence, and leave it unpick’d. 
[More knocking at the door without.] 
More knocking at the door ?—How now? what’s the 
matter ? 


Enter BARDOLPH. 


Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently; a 
dozen captains stay at door for you. [Exit BaRDOLPH. 

Fal. Farewell, hostess ;—farewell, Doll.—You see, 
my good wenches, how men of merit are sought after: 
the undeserver may sleep, when the man of action is 
call’d on. Farewell, good wenches:—If I be not 
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 
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Del. I cannot speak :—ILf my heart be not ready to 
burst.—Well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 

Fal. Farewell, farewell. [ Exit Fanstarr. 

Bard. [Within] Mistress Tear- sheet, 

Host. What’s the matter? 

Bard. Bid mistress Tear-sheet come to my master. 

Host, O run, Doll, run; run, good Doll. [Eweunt. 


END OF ACT Hi. 


ACT IIt. 


SCENE lL. 


Justice Shallow’s Seat in Glosterslure. 


Enter SHALLOW, meeting SILENCE. 


Shal. Comz on, come on, come on; give me your 
hand, sir, give me your hand, sir: an early stirrer, by 
the rood. And how doth my good cousin Silence ? 

Sil. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow > 
and your fairest daughter, and mine, my god-daughter 
Ellen ? 

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say, my cousin 
William is become a good scholar: he is at Oxford 
still, is he not? 

Sil. Indeed, sir; to my cost. 

Shal. He must then to the inns of court shortly: I 
was once of Clement’s Inn; where, 1 chap, they will 
talk of mad Shallow yet. 

D 
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Sil. You were call’d—lusty Shallow, then, cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, Iwas cal’d any thing; and f 
would have done any thing, ‘indeed, and roundly too. 
There was I, and little John Doit of Staffordshire, 

and Black George Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and 

© Will Squele a Cotswold man,—you had not four such 
swinge-bucklers in all the inns of court again: and, 
I may say to you, we knew where the bona-robas 
were; and had the best of them all at commandment. 
Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John, a boy; and 
page to Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk. 

Sil. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon 
about soldiers ? 

Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. I saw 
him break Skogan’s head at the court gate, when he 
was acrack, not thus high: and the very same day I 
did fight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer, be- 
hind Gray’sInn. Q, the mad days that I have spent! 
and to see how many of my old acquaintance are dead! 

Sil. We shall all follow, cousin. ; 

Shal. Certain, *t is certain; very sure, very sure: 
death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all; all shall 
die.—How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair ? 

Sil. Truely, cousin, I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain.—Is old Double, of your town, 
living yet? 

Sil. Dead, sir. 

Shal. Dead !—See, see!—he drew a good bow ;— 
And dead !—he shot a fine shoot :—John of Gaunt 
lov’d him well, and betted much money on his head. 
Dead !—he would have clapp’d ?’ the clout at twelve 
score; and carry’d you a fore-hand shaft a fourteen, 
and fourteen and a half, that it would have donea 
man’s heart good to see.—How a score of ewes now ? 

Sil. Thereafter as they be: a score of good ewes 
may be worth ten pounds. 

Shal. And is old Double dead ! 
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Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falstaff’s men, as 
I think. 
Enter Davy, Barpotru, and Page. 


Bard. Good. morrow, honest gentlemen: I be- 
seech you, which is Justice Shallow ? 

Shal. 1 am Robert Shallow, sir; a poor esquire of 
this county, and one of the king’s justices of the 
peace: what is your good pleasure with nie ? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you; my 
eaptain, Sir John Falstaff: a talt gentleman, and a 
most gallant leader. 

Shal.. He greets me well, sir; I knew him a good 
back-sword man: how doth the good knight? may’ 
Task, how my lady his wife doth? 

Bard. Sir, pardon; a soldter is better accommo 
dated, than with a wife. 

Shkal. It is well said, i’ faith, sir; and it is well 
said indeed too. Better accommodated !—it is good ; 
yea, indeed, is if: good phrases are surely, and ever 
were, very commendable. Accommodated !—it comes 
of accommodo: very good; a good phrase. | 

Bard. Pardon, sir; I have heard the word.. Phrase, 
call you it? By this day, I know not the phrase : but 
I will maintain the word with my sword, to be a sol- 
dier-like word, and a word. of exceeding good com- 
mand. Accommodated,—that is, When a man is, as 
they say, accommodated : or, when aman is,—being, 
—whereby,—he may be thought to beaccommodated ; 
which is an excellent thing. 

Shal. It is very just:—Look, here comes good Sir 


Jon, —— 
Enter FatstvaFr. 


Give me your good hand, give me your worship’s good 
hand: by my troth, you look well, and bear your 
years very well: welcome, good Sir John, 

D2 
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fal. 1am glad to see you well, good master Robert 
Shallow ;—master Sure-card, as [ think. 

Shal. No, Sir John; it is my cousin Silence, in 
commission with me. 

Fal. Good master Silence, it well befits you should 
be of the peace. 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 

Fal. Fie! this is hot weather.—Gentlemen, have 
you provided me here half a dozen sufficient men? 

Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit? 

Fal, Let me see them, I beseech you. [ They sit.] 

Shal. Where ’s the roll? where’s the roll? where’s 
the roll ?—Let me see, let me see, let me see. So, 
so, so, so: Yea, marry, sir:—Ralph Mouldy!—let 
them appear as I call; {wit Davy. 
let them doso, let them do so——Let me see;— 
Where is Mouldy ? 


Enter Mounpy, Suapow, Wart, FuEriz, and 
BULL-CALF. 


Moul. Here, an’t please you. 

Skal. What think you, Sir John? a , good limb’d 
fellow: young, strong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Moul. Yea, an’t please you. 

Fal. ’T is the more time thou wert us’d. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha! most excellent, i’ faith! things 
that are mouldy, lack use: very singular good!— 
Well said, Sir John; very well said. 

Fal. Prick him. 

Moul. My old dame will be undone now, for one 
to do her husbandry, and her drudgery: you need 
not to have prick’d me; there are other men fitter to 
go out than I. 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside; know 
you where you are?—For the other, Sir John:—let 
me see;—Siumon Shadow ! 
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Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to sit Under: he’s 
like to be a cold soldier. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou? 

Shad..My mother’s son, sir. 

Fal. Thy mother’s son! like enough ; and thy fa- 
ther’s shadow: so the son of the female is the shadow 
of the male: it is often so, indeed; but not much of 
the father’s substance. 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer,—prick him; 
—for we have a number of shadows to fill up the 
muster-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart! 

Fal. Where ’s he? 

Wart. Here, sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir John? 

Fal. It were superfluous; for his apparel is built 
upon his back, and the whole frame stands upon pins : 

rick him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha!—you can do it, sir; you can do 
it: I commend you well.—Francis Feeble! 

Feeble. Here, sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble? 

Feeble. A taylor, sir. 

Fal. Well said, taylor! well said, most forcible 
Feeble! Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathfal dove, 
or most magnanimous mouse.—Prick him, master 
Shallow.—Who is next ? 

Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us see Bull- calf, 

Bull. Here, sir. 

Fal. Trust me, a likely fellow |—Come, prick me 
Bull-calf, till he roar again. 

Dd 
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Bull. O lord!—good my lord captain, —— 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art prick’d? 

Bull. O lord, sir! I am a diseas’d man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou? 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir; acough, sir; which I 
caught with ringing in the king’s affairs, upon his co- 
ronation day, sir. 

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown; 
we will have away thy cold; and I will take such or- 
der, that thy friends shall ring for thee.—Is here all? 

Shal. There is one more call’d than your number ; 
you must have but four here, sir;—and so, I pray 
you, go in with me to dinner. [ They rise.] 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in good troth, 
master Shallow. 

Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember since we lay 
all night in the windmill in Saint George’s Fields ? 

Fal. No more of that, good master Shallow, no 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night-work alive ? 

Fal. She lives, master Shallow. 

Shal. She could never away with me. 

Fal. Never, never: she would always say, she 
could not abide master Shallow. 

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the heart. 
She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own 
well ? 

Fal. Old, old, master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old: she eannot choose but 
be old; certain, she’s old; and had Robin Night- 
work by old Night-work, before I came to Clement’s 
Inn. 

Sil. That’s fifty-five years ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that 
that this knight and I have seen !—--Ha, Sir John, 
said I well? 
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Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, mas- 
ter Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that we have; 
in faith, Sir John, we have; our watch-word was, 
Hem, boys !—Come, let’s to dinner; come, let’s to 
dinner :—-O, the days that we have seen!—Come, 
come. 

[Exeunt SHaLttow, Fatsrarr, SILENCE, 
and Page. 


Bull. Good master corporate Bardolph, stand my 
friend ; and here is four Harry ten shillings in French 
crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be 
hang’d, sir, as go: and yet for mine own part, sir, I 
do not care; but, rather, because I am unwilling, 
and, for mine own part, have a desire to stay with 
my friends; else, sir, 1 did not care, for mine own 
part, so much. 

Bard. Go to; [Tukes the money.] Stand aside. 

Moul. And good master corporal captain, for my 
old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she has nobody to. 
do any thing about her, when I am gone; and she is 
old, and cannot help herself: you shall have forty, sir. 

Bard. Go to; [ Tukes the money.] Stand aside. 

Feeble. 1 care not ;—a man can die but once ;—we 
owe heaven a death ;—J I] ne’er bear a base mind :— 
an ’t be my destiny, so ;—an’t be not, so: no man’s 
too good to serve his prince; and, let it go which 
way it will, he that dies this year, is quit for the next. 

-Bard. Well said; thou ’rt a good fellow. 

Feeble. ’Faith, Ill bear no base mind. 


Enter FatstarF, SHALLOW, SILENCE, and Page. 


Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have? 

Shal, Four, of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you:—lI have three pound, 
to free Mouldy and Bull-calf, 

Fal, Go to; well, 
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Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have ? 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 

Skal. Marry then,—Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, and 
Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf !—For you, Mouldy, 
stay at home still; you are past service :—and, for 
your part, Bull-calf,—grow till you come unto it; I 
will none of you. 

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself wrong ; 
they are your likeliest men, and I would have you 
serv'd with the best. 

Fal, Will you tell me, master Shallow, how to 
choos@a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the 
stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man? Give 
me the spirit, master Shallow.—Here’s Wart ;—you 
see what a ragged appearance it is: he shall charge 
you, and discharge you, with the motion of a pew- 
terer’s hammer; come off, and on, swifter than he 
that gibbets on the brewer’s bucket. And this same 
half-fac’d fellow, Shadow,—give me this man; he 
presents no mark to the enemy; the foe-man may 
with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife: 
And, for a retreat,—how swiftly will this Feeble, the 
taylor, run off ! O, give me the spare men, and spare 
me the great ones.—Put me a caliver into Feeble’s 
hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Feeble, traverse; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal, Come, manage me your caliver. So:—very 
well:—go to:—very good:—exceeding good.—O, 
give me always a little, lean, old, chopp’d, bald 
shot !—Well said, Feeble. 

Shal. He is not his craft’s-master, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at Mile-end Green, when I lay at 
Clement’s Inn, (I was then sir Dagonet in Arthur’s 
show,) there was a little quiver fellow, and ’a would 
manage you his piece thus : and ’a would about, and 
about, and come you in, and come you in: rah, tah, 
tah, would ’a say; bounce, would’a say; and away 
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ygain would ’a go, and again would ’a come ;—I shall 
never see such a fellow. 

Fal. These fellows will do well, master Shallow.— 
Tfieaven keep you, master Silence; I will not use 
many words with you :—Fare you well, gentlemen 
both: I thank you: I must a dozen mile to-night.— 
Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper your 
affairs, and send us peace! As you return, visit my 
house; let our old acquaintance be renew’d: perad- 
venture, I will with you to the court. 

Fal. 1 would you would, master Shallow. 

Shal. Go to; I have spoke, at a word. Fare you 
well, 

[Eveunt SHaLtow, Sitencr, Mouipy, and 
BULL-cALF. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen.——On 
Bardolph; lead the men away. 

[Exeunt Barpotrn, Recruits, and Page. 
I do see the bottom of Justice Shallow. Lord, lord, 
how subject we old men are to this vice of lying! 
This same starv’d justice hath done nothing but prate 
to me of the wildness of his youth, and the feats he 
hath done about Turnbull Street; and every third 
word a lie, duer paid to the hearer than the Turk’s 
tribute. J do remember him at Clement’s Inn, like 
aman made after supper of acheese paring: when 
he was naked, he was for all the world, like a fork’d 
radish, with a head fantastically carv’d upon it with 
a knife: he was so forlorn, that his dimensions to 
any thick sight were invisible; he was the very Ge- 
nius of famine:—And now is this vice’s dagger be- 
come a squire; and talks as familiarly of John of 
Gaunt, as if he had been sworn brother to him: 
and I’ll be sworn he never saw him but once, in the 
Tilt-yard; and then he burst his head, for crowd- 
ing among the marshal’s men. TI saw it; and told 
John of Gaunt, he beat his own name: for you 
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might have truss’d him, and all his apparel, into are 
eel-skin; the case of a treble hautboy was a mansion 
for him, a court: and now has he land and beeves. 
Well; I will be acquainted with him, if I return: and 
it shall go hard, but 1 will make him a philosopher’s 
stone to me: If the young dace be a bait for the old 
pike, I see no reason, in the law of nature, but I may 
snap at him. Lettime shape, and there an end. 


(Evit. 
SCENE II. 


A Forest in Yorkshire. 


[A March—then—a Parley.J 


Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowrray, Hastinesy 
and other Gentlemen, meeting WESTMORELAND, 
Gower, and other Gentlemen. 


West. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The prince, lord John of Lancaster. 

Archb, Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in peace; 
What doth concern your coming? 

West. Then, my lord, 
Unto your grace do | in chief address 
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 
Came like itself, in base and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage, 
And countenane’d by boys, and beggary ; 
I say, if damn’d commotion so appear’d, 
In his true, native, and most proper shape, 
You, reverend father, and these noble lords, 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop,— 
Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d ; 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor’d; 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself, 
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Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harsh and boist’rous tongue of war? 
Archb, I have in equal balance. justly weigh’d —. 
What wrongs our arms may do, what. wrongs we 
suffer, 
And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 
We have the summary of all our griefs, 
When time shall serve, to show in articles; 
Which, long ere this, we offer’d to the king, 
And might by no suit gain our audience : 
When we are wrong’d, and would unfold our griefs, 
We are deny’d access unto his person, 
Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 
West. When ever yet was your appeal deny’d? 
Wherein have you been galled by the king? 
Here come I from our princely general, 
‘Fo know your griefs: to tell you from his grace, 
That he will give you audience: and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just, 
You shall enjoy them; every thing set off, 
That might so much as think you enemies. 
Mowb. But he hath fore’d us to compell this offer ; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 
West. Mowbray, you over-ween, to take it so; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For, lo! within a ken, our army lies ; 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 
Our battle is more full of names than yours, 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 
Our armour all as strong, our cause the best ; 
Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good:— 
Say you not then, our offer is compell’d. 
Mowb. Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley. 
West. That argues but the shame of your offence, 
Hast. Hath the prince John a full commission, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 
To hear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon? 
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West. That is intended in the general’s name : 
I muse, you make so slight a question. 
4Archb. Then take, my lord of Westmoreland, this 
schedule; 
For this contains our general grievances :— 
Each several article herein redress’d; 5 
All members of our cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew’d to this action, 
Acquitted by a true substantial form ; 
And present execution of our wills 
Tous, and to our purposes, consign’d 5 
We come within our awful banks again, 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 
West. This will 1 show the general. Please youy 
lords, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet: 
And either end in peace,—which heaven so frame !— 
Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 
Archb. My lord, we will do so. 
[Trumpets sound. | 
[Exeunt WESTMORELAND, GowER, and other 
Gentlemen. 
Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom, tells me, 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 
Hast. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
Upon such large terms, and so absolute, 
As our conditions shall consist upon, 
Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains, 
Mowb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such, 
That every slight and false-derived cause, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason, 
Shall, to the king, taste of this action : ; 
That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 
We shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind, 
That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 
Archb. No, no, my lord; Note this,—-the king is 
weary 
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Of dainty and such picking grievances : 
His foes are so enrooted with his friends, 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 
He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend. 
Hast. Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 
So that his power, like to a fangless lion,. 
May offer, but not hold. 
Archb. ’T is very true ;— 
And therefore be assur’d, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement well, 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 
Grow stronger for the breaking. 
Mow. Be it so. 


[Trumpets sound a Parley.] 
Here is return’d my lord of Westmoreland. 


Enter WESTMORELAND. 


West. The prince is here at hand: Pleaseth your 
_ lordship, 
To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies ? 
Archb. Before, and greet his grace:—my lord, we 
come. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.]} 


fExveunt WESTMORELAND,—the Archbishop, 
Mowsray, Hastines, and their Friends, 
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SCENE III. . 


Another Part of the Forest. 
[ Trumpets sound a Paley.) 


Enter on one side, the Archbishop, Mowsray, Hasr- 
InGs, and other Gentlemen:—from the other side, 
Prince Joun of Lancaster, WrEsTMORELAND, 
GowER, Gentlemen, and Guards. 


P. John. You are well encounter’d nee, my cousin 
Mowbray :-— 
Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop ;— 
And so to you, lord Hastings,—and to all.— 
My lord of York, it better show’d with yeu, 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 
Encireled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text; 
Than now to see you here, an iron man, 
Chearing a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 
Archb. My lord of Lancaster, I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief ; 
The which hath been with scorn shov’d from the 
court 5 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is born: 
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep, 
With grant of our most just.and right desires. 
Mowbd. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 
West. Pleaseth your grace, to answer them directly, 
How far forth you do like their articles ? 
P. John. JV like them all, and do allow them well : 
And swear here, by the honour of my blood, 
My father’s purposes have been mistook ; 
And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning, and authority.— 
My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress’d. 
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West. If this may please you, 
Discharge your powers unto their several counties, 
As we will ours: and here, between the armies,. 
Let us embrace ; 
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home, 
Of our restored love and amity. 
Archb. I take your princely word for these re- 
dresses. 
P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my word. 
Hast. Go, gentlemen, deliver to the army 
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part: 
I know, it will well please them. 
[ Exeunt Gentlemen. 
West. I have bestow’d great pains to breed this: 
peace, na 
My lord archbishop: but my love to you 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 
Archb. I do not doubt you. 
[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 
P. John. The word of peace is render’d’; hark, 
their drums. 
Mow. This had been chearful, after victory. 
Archb. A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 
For then both parties nobly are subdu’d, 
And neither party loser. 
P. John. Go, my lord, 
And let our army be discharged too.— 
{Exit WESTMORELAND. 
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by us; that we may peruse the men. 
We should have cop’d. withal. 
Archb. Go, good lord Hastings, 
And, ere they be dismiss’d, iet them march by. 
[Eait Hastings. 


Enter WESTMORELAND. 


P, John. Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army 
still? 
E2 
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West. The leaders, having charge from you to 
stand, 
Will not go “off until they hear you speak. 
P. John. 'They know their duties. 


Enter Hastines. 


Hast. My lord, our army is dispers’d already: 
Like youthful steers unyok’d, they take their courses 
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home, and sporting piace. 

West. Good tidings, my lord Hastings; for the 

which ' 
i do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason :— 
And you, lord archbishop,—and you, lord Mow- 
bray,— 
Of capital treason I attach you both. 
[The Guards surround, and disarm them.] 


Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 
Archb, Will you thus break your faith ? 
P. John. I pawn’d thee none; 
I promis’d you redress of these same grievances, 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine honour, 
I will perform with a most christian care. 
But, for you, rebels,—look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death; 
‘Treason’s true bed, and yielder up of breath. 


[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 
[Exeunt the Archbishop, Mowsray, and Hasr- 


ines, guarded by GowER, Gentlemen, ond 
Soldiers. 


Enter Faustrarr. 


P. John. Now, Falstaff, where have you been all 
this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come :— 
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These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

Fal. | would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus: I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, an 
arrew, or a bullet? I have speeded hither with the 
very extremest inch of possibility; and, travel-tainted 
as | am, have, in my pure and immaculate valour, 
taken Sir John Colevile of the Dale, a most furious 
knight, and valorous enemy: But what of that, he 
saw me, and yielded; that I may justly say with the 
hook-nos’d fellow of Rome, I came, saw, and 
overcame. 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than your de- 

serving.— 
And now despatch we toward the court, my lords ; 
1 hear, the king my father is sore sick : 
Our news shall go before us to his majesty,— 
Which, cousin, you shall bear,—to comfort him ; 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 
f Exeunt WEsvMoRELAND, and Gentlemen. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to go 
through Giostershire: amd, when you come to court, 
stand, my good lord, ’pray, in your good report. 

P. John. Fare you well, Falstaff: I, in my condi- 

tion, 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 
[ Flourish ef Drums and Trumpets.] 
[Eaeunt Prince Joun, Gentlemen, and Guards. 


Fal. I would, you had but the wit; *t were bette? 
than your dukedom.—Good faith, this same young. 
sober-blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man can- 
not make him laugh ;—but that ’s no marvel, he drinks 
no wine. There’s never any of these demure boys 
eome to any proof: for thin drink doth so over-cool 
their blood, and making many fish-meals, that they 

EO 
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fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and then, 
when they marry, they get wenches: they are gene- 
rally fools and cowards ;—which some of us should 
be too, but for inflammation. A good sherris-sack 
hath a two-fold operation in it. It ascends me into 

the brain; dries me there all the foolish, and dull, and 

crudy vapours which environ it: makes it apprehen- 
sive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, firy, and delec- 

table shapes; which, deliver’d o’er to the voice, (the 
tongue,) which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. 

The second property of your excellent sherris is,—the 

warming of the blood; which, before cold and set- 

tled, left the liver white and pale, which is the badge 

of pusillanimity and cowardice : but the sherris warms 

it, and makes it course from the inwards to the parts 
extreme. It illumineth the face; which, asa beacon, 

gives warning to all the rest of this little kingdom, 

man, to arm: and then the vital commoners, and in- 

land petty spirits, muster me all to their captain, the 

heart; who, great and puff’d up with this retinue,: 
doth any deed of courage; and this valour comes of 

sherris: so that skill in the weapon is nothing, with- 

out sack; for that sets it a-work: and learning, a mere ~ 
hoard of gold kept by a devil; till sack commences: 
it, and sets it in act and use.’ Hereof comes it, that 

prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood he did na- 

turally inherit of his father, he hath, like lean, steril, 

and bare land, manur’d, husbanded, and till’d, with 

excellent endeavour of drinking good, and good store 

of fertile sherris ; that he is become very hot, and va- 

lant. If I had a thousand sons, the first human 

principle [ would teach them, should be,—to forswear 

thin potations, and to addict themselves to sack. 


Enter Barpo.ru. 
flow now, Bardolph ? 
Bard, The army is discharged all, and gone. 
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Fal, Let them go. Ill through Glostershire ; and 
there will I visit master Robert Shallow, esquire: I 
have him already tempering between my finger and 
my thumb, ahd shortly will I seal with him. Come 
away. [ Exeunt. 

END OF ACT Ill. 


ACT fy. 


SCENE I. 


The King’s Apariments. 
King Henry, and two Pages in waiting, discovered. 


K. Hen. Wuo of -you wait? 

1 Page. We are here, my gracious liege. 

KK. Hen. Come nearer.—Is my son of Gloster, Hum- 

phrey, 

Yet gone to rest? 

2 Page. Not yet, my liege: even now 
He parted hence, with prayers for your recovery. 

KK. Hen. Seek him, and bring him to us. 

2 Page. We shall, my liege. [Exeunt Pages. 

K. Hen. How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep!——Sleep, gentle sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets strétching thee, 
And hush’d with buzzing night- flies to thy slumber, 
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 
And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody? 
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O, thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile, 

In loathsome beds,—and leav’st the kingly couch, 
A watch-case, or a common ’larum-bell ? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge,— 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the rufhan billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafning clamours in the slippery clouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes,— 
Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude,— 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king ?—Then, happy, low, lie down: 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 


Enter Prince Humpurey of Gloster, Prince Tuomas 
of Crarence, the Lord Chief Justice, and the 
Pages. 


P."Humph. What would your grace ? 
kK. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gloster, 
Where is the prince your brother? 
P. Humph. I think, he ’s gone to hunt, my lord,, 
at Windsor. ; 
Kk. Hen. And how accompanied ? 
P. Humph. 1 do not know, my lord. 
K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him ? 
P. Humph, No, my good lord; he is in presence 
here. 
P. Thom. What would my lord and father? 
K. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Cla- 
rence. 
Kfow chance, thou art not with the prince thy bro-. 
ther? 
He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas; 


\ 
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Thou hast a better place in his affection, 
Than all'thy brothers: cherish it, my boy: 
And noble offices thou may’st effect 
Of mediation after | am dead, 
Between his greatness and thy other brethren : 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love ; 
Nor lose the good advantage of his grace, 
By seeming cold, or careless of his will: 
For he is gracious, if he be observ’d; 
He hath atear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity : 
Yet, notwithstanding, being incens’d, he’s flint 5 
As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 
His temper, therefore, must be well observ’d :— 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth : 
But, being moody, give him line and scope ; 
‘Till that his passions, like a whale on ground, 
Confound themselves with working. Learn this, Tho- 
. mas, 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends ; 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in ; 
That the united vessel of their blood, 
Mingled with venom of suggestion, 
As, force perforce, the age will pour it in, 
Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As aconitum, or rash gun-powder. 
P.. Thom. I shall observe him with all care and 
love. 
K. Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor with him, 
Thomas ? 
P. Thom. He is not there to-day; he dines in Lon- 
don. 
Kk. Pen. And how accompanied ? 
P. Thom. With Poins, and other his continual fol- 
; lowers. 
KK. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds ; 


* 
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And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overspread with them: Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape, 
In forms imaginary, the unguided days, 
_ And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 
Ch. Just. My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
uite :— 
The prince but studies his companions, 
Like a strange tongue: wherein, to gain the language, 
°T is needful, that the most immodest word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d; which once attain’d, 
Comes to no further use, 
But to be known, and hated. So, like gross terms, 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 
Cast off his followers: and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 
By which his grace must mete the lives of others; 
‘Turning past evils to advantages. 
ix. Hen. ’T is seldom, when the bee doth leave her 
/ comb 
In the dead carrion.— 


Enter Earl of WesrMoreLanD, with Letters. 


Who’s here?—Westmoreland ? 

West. Health to my sovereign ! and new happiness 
Added to that which I am to deliver ! 
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s hand: 
Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law ; 
There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath’d, 
But peace puts forth her olive every where. 
‘The manner how this action hath been borne, 
Here, at more leisure, may your highness read ; 
With every course, in his particular, 

K. Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
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‘The lifting up of day.— 
And wherefore should these good news make me sick ? 
Will fortune never come with both hands full? 
I should rejoice now at this happy news; 
And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy :-— 
O me! come near me; now I am much ill. 
[ Sinks down.) 
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty ! 
P. Thom. O my royal father! 
Ch, Just. Be patient, princes; you do know these 
fits 
Are with bis highness very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him air; he’ll straight be well. 
P. Thom. No, no; he cannot long hold out these 
pangs. 
Ch, Just. Speak lower, princes, for the king reco- 
vers. 
K. Hen. I pray you, bear me to my couch, my 
sons.— [They support the King to his couch.]} 
Softly, pray.— 
Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends ; 
Unless some dull and favourable hand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 
West. Call for the music in the other room. 
[Exeunt Pages. 
K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
[WEsTMORELAND puts the Crown on the pillow.} 
P. Thom. His eye is hollow, and he changes much, 
Ch, Just. Less noise, less noise. 
[ Music without. | 


Enter Henry, Prince of Wa es. 


P. Hen. Who saw my brother Clarence ? 

P. Thom. Sam herve, brother. 

P. Hen. How doth the king? 

P. Humph. Exceeding ul. 

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it him. 


Fr 


52 KING HENRY IV. 


P. Humph. He alter’d much upon the hearing it. 
West. Not so much noise, my lords:—sweet prince, 
speak low ; 
The king your father is dispos’d to sleep. 
P. Thom. Let us withdraw into the other room. 
West. Will’t please your grace to go along with us? 
P. Hen. No; I will sit and watch here by the 
king.— [Exeunt all but the Prince. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, — 
Being so troublesome a bed-fellow ? 
O polish’d perturbation ! golden care! 
That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night !—sleep with it now! 
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 
As he, whose brow, with homely biggin bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That scalds with safety.—By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not : 
Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move.—My gracious lord! my father!— 
This sleep is sound, ‘indeed; this is a sleep, 
That from this golden rigol hath divore’d 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me, 
Ts tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood, 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness, 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously: 
‘My due, from thee, is this imperial crown; 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,— 
{Putting it on his head.) 
Which heaven shall guard; And put the world’s 
whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me: This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as ’t is left to me. 
ee the Prince. 
K. Hen. OW cabana Gloster! Clarence! 
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Enter Prince Tuomas, Prince Humpurey, Earl of 
WEsTMORELAND, and Pages. 


P. Thom. Doth the king call? 
P. Humph. What would your majesty ? How fares 
your grace? 
K. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my lords? 
P. Thom. We left the prince my brother here, my 
liege, 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 
K. Hen, The prince of Wales? Where is he? let 
me see him: 
He is not here. 
West. This door is open; he is gone this way. 
P. Humph. He came not through the chamber 
where we stay’d. 
K. Hen. Where is the crown? who took it from 
my pillow? 
West. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 
K. Hen. The prince hath ta’en it hence :—go, seek 
him out. 
Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ?—— 
Find him, my lord of Westmoreland: chide him 
hither. [ Exit WEsTMORELAND. 
This part of his conjoins with my disease, 
And helps to end me.—See, sons, what things you are! 
For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleeps with thought, their brains 
with care, 
Their bones with industry ; 
For this they have engrossed and pil’d up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises ; 
When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets, 
Our thighs with wax, our mouths with honey, pack’d, 
; A 
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We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 
Are murder’d for our pains. 


Enter Earl of WEsYMORELAND. 


Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determin’d me? 
West. My lord, I found the prince in the next 
room, 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 
That tyranny, which never quaff’d but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have wash’d his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. 


Enter Henry, Prince of WatEs. 


He is coming hither. 
kK, Hen. But wherefore did he take away the 
crown ?— 
Lo, where he comes.—Come hither to me, Harry: 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 
[Exeunt all but the King and the Prince. 
P. Hen. I never thought to ews you speak again. 
K. Hen. Thy wish was father , Harry, to that thought. 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair, 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with my honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself ; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear, 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 
For now a time is come to mock at form: 
Harry the Fifth is crown’d :—Up, vanity! 
Down, royal state! all you sage counsellors, hence! 
And to the English court assemble now, 
From every region, apes of idleness! 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 
Have you arufhan, that will swear, drink, dance, 
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Revel the night; rob, murder, and commit 

The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no mote : 

England shall give him office, ‘honour, might; 

For the fifth Harry from curb’d licence plucks 

The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 

Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

O, my poor kingdom, 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again !— 

Thou foolish youth ! 

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 

Is held from falling with so weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop: my day is dim. 

Thou hast stol’n that, which, after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence ; ; and, at my death, 
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation: 

Thy life did manifest, thou lov’dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it. 

P. Hen. O, pardon me, my liege! but for my 
tears, [ Kneeling.| 

I had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had spoke, and.I had heard 

The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 

And He that wears the crown immortally, 

Long guard it yours! 

Heaven witness with me, when I here came in, 
And found no course of breath within your majesty, 
How cold it struck my heart! if I do feign, 
~O, let me in my present wildness die ; 

And never live to show the incredulous world 

The noble change that I have purposed ! 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were, 

I spake unto this crown, as having sense, 

And thus upbraidedit. The care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my father, 

And eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege, 

¥2 
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Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 
To try with it,;—as with an enemy, 
That had before my face murder’d my father,— 
The quarrel of a true inheritor: 
But, if it did infect my blood with joy, 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride,-- 
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did, with the least affection of a welcome, 
Give entertainment to the might of it,— 
Let heaven for ever keep it from my head! 
‘And make me as the poorest vassal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 
K. Hen. O my son, 
Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence, 
That thou might’st win the more thy father’s love, 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it.— 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed; 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. — 
[The Prince sits by the King. | 
Heaven knows, my son, 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook’d ways, 
I met this crown; and I myself know well, 
How troublesome it sat upon my head: 
To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 
Better opinion, better confirmation ; 
For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me, 
But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand; 
And J had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 
Which daily grew to quarrel, and to blood-shed: 
All these bold fears, 
Thou see’st, with peril I have answered :— 
Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 
Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
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With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out, 
May waste the memory of the former days.— 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 
That strength of speech is utterly deny’d me. 
How I came by the crown, O heaven, forgive ! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 
P. Hen. My gracious liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain, and right, must my possession be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Prince Joun of Lancaster, Prince HuMPHREY, 
Prince Tuomas, Earl of WEsTMORELAND, and 
Pages. 
kk. Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of Lan- 
caster. 

P. John. Health, peace, and happiness, to my 
royal father ! 

kK. Hen. Thou bring’st me happmess, and peace, 
son John; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 

From this bare, wither’d trunk: upon thy sight, 

My worldly business makes a pericd.— 

Where is my lord of Westmoreland ? 

P. Hen. My lord of Westmoreland,— 
K. Hen. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where 1 first did swoon ? 
West. ’T is call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord. 
K. Hen. Laud be to heaven !—even there my life 
must end. 

Tt hath been prophesy’d to me many years, 

fT should not «te but im Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly Lsuppos’d, the Holy Land :— 

But, bear me to that chamber; there I Il lie; 

Jn that Jerusalem shall Harry die. 


[Music without.] [Exeunt. . 


END OF ACTIV. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE IT. 
The Orchard at Shallow’s Seat im Glostershire. 
Enter SuHattow, Fatsrarr, Barpoipn, and Page. 


Shal. By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away to- 
night——What, Davy, I say! 

Fal. You must excuse me, master Robert Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excuse you; you shall not be ex- 
cus’d; excuses shall not be admitted; there is no 
excuse shall serve! you shall not be excus’d.—Why, 


Davy ! 


Enter Davy. 

Davy. Here, sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy,—let me see, Davy ; let 
me see :—yea, marry, William cook; bid him come 
hither.—Sir John, you shall not be excus’d. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus; those precepts cannot be 
serv’d: and, again, sir,—Shall we sow the head-land 
with wheat ? 

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William 
cook ;—Are there no young pigeons ? 

Davy. Yes, sir.——Here is now the smith’s note, 
for shoeing, and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid :—Sir John, you shall 
not be excus’d.—-Some pigeons, Davy; a couple of 
short-legg’d hens; ajoint of mutton; and any pretty 
little tiny kickshaws, tell William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir? 

Shalt. Yes, Davy. Iwill use him well;—A friend 
i? thé court is better than a penny in purse. 

Dawy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William 
Visor of Woncot against Clement Perkes of the hill. 
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Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against 
that Visor; that Visor is an arrant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship, that he is a knave, 
sir; but yet, heaven forbid, sir, but aknave should 
have some countenance at his friend’s request. An 
honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, when a 
knave is not. I have serv’d your worship truly, sir, 
these eight years; and if I cannot once or twice ina 
quarter bear out a knave against an honest man, I 
have but a very little credit with your worship. The 
knave is mine honest friend, sir ;_ therefore, I beseech 
your worship, let him be countenane’d. 

Shal. Go to; I say, he shall have no wrong. Look 
about, Davy. [Eat Davy. 
Where are you, Sir John? Come, off with your boots. 
—Give me your hand, master Bardolph. 

Bard. Lam glad to see your worship. 

Shal. 1 thank thee with all my heart, kind master 
Bardolph:—and welcome, my tall fellow. [To the 
Page.| Come, Sir John. 

Fal. 1711 follow you, good master Robert Shallow. 
Bardolph, look to our aisest 

[Exeunt SHaLLow, Barpoipn, and Page 
If I were saw’d into quantities, 1 should make four 
dozen of such bearded hermit’s-staves as master Shal- 
low. It is a wonderful thing, to see the semblable co- 
herence of his men’s spirits and his: They, by ob-. 
serving him, do bear themselves like foolish justices; 
he, by conversing with them, is turn’d into a justice- 
like serving-man: their spirits are so married in con- 
junction with the participation of society, that they 
flock together in consent, like so many wild-geese. 
It is certain, that either wise bearing, or ignorant car- 
riage, is caught, as men take diseases, one of another: 
therefore, let men take heed of their company. I will 
devise matter enough out of this Shallow, to keep 
prince Harry in continual laughter. O, it is much 
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that a lie, with a slight oath, and ajest with a sad 
brow, will do with a fellow that never had the ache 
in his shoulders! O, you shall see him laugh, till his 
face be like a wet cloak ill laid up. 

Shal. [Within] Sir John ! 

Fal. I come, master Shallow; I come, master Shal- 
low. 


Enter four Servants with Tables, Cups, Wine, Ale, &c. 
SHALLow, SILENCE, Barpo.tpn, Page, and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, Sir John, an you will stay in my or- 
chard, here are seats :—we will eat a last year’s pip- 
pin of my own grafhing, with a dish of carraways, and 
so forth_— Come, cousin Silence. 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren; beggars all, beggars 
all, Sir John:—marry, good air.—Spread, Davy, 
spread, Davy: well said, Davy. 

Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses; he is 
your serving-man, and your husband-man. 

Shai. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good 
varlet, Sir John.—By the mass, I have drunk too 
much sack to-day: a good varlet. Now sit down: 
now sit down :——Come, cousin. 


[ They sit, the Servants waiting.] 
Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a,—we shall— 
—— [ Singing. ] 


Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer, 

And praise heaven for the merry years 

When flesh is cheap, and females dear, 

And lusty tads roam here and there, 
So merrily, 
And ever among so merrily, &c.) 

Fal, There’s a merry heart!—Good master Si- 
lence, : 
i’) give you a health for that anon. 
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Shal.- Give master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 
Davy. Sweet sir, sit ;— 
[BakDotpH and Page sit at anotier table.| 
Ell be with you anon:—most sweet sir, sit.— Master 
page, good master page, sit. [ Eait Davy. 
Shal. Be merry, master Bardolph ;—and my little 
soldier there, be merry. 
Sil. [Singing. ] Be merry, be merry, my wife’s as all; 
For women are shrews, both short and tall ; 
?T is merry m hall, when beards wag all, 
And welcome merry shrove-tide. 
Be merry, be merry, &é. 
Fal. I did not think, master Silence had been a 
man of this mettle. 
Sil. Who, 1? I have been merry twice and once, ere 
now. 


Enter Davy, with a dish of Apples. 


Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 
[Setting them before BanDotr#, | 
Shal. Davy,— 
Davy. Your worship ?—17ll be with you straight, — 
A cup of wine, sir? 
Sil, [Singing.] A cup of wme, that’s brisk and fine, 
And drink unto the leman mine ;-- 
And a merry heart lives long-a, 
Fal. Well said, master Silence. 
_ Sil. An we shall be merry, now comes in the sweet 
of the night. 
Fal. Health and long life to you, master Silence! 


Sil. (Singing.] Fill the cup, and let it come ; 
I'll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 
Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: Welcome, my 
little tiny thief: [To the Page.] and welcome, in- 
deed, too.--I7ll drink to master Bardolph, and to all 
the cavaleros about London. 
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Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy,— 

Shal. Youll crack a art together... Ha! will 
you not, master Bardolph? 

Bard. Yes, sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shal. I thank thee :--The knave will stick by thee, 
Ican assure thee that: he will not out; he is true 
bred. 

Bard. And 171i stick by hin, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing : 
be merry. [One knocks at the door.| Look who’s at 
the gate there: Ho! who knocks? [ Ewit Davy. 

Fai. Why, now you have done me right. 


[To SitencE, who has drunk a bumper.) 


Sul. (Singing.] Do me right, and dub me knight, 
Samingo. 
Is ’t not so? 
Fal. ’T is so. 


Sil. Is’t so? Why, then say, an old man can do 
somewhat. 


Enter Davy. 


Davy. An it please your worship, there ’s one Pis- 
tol come from the court with news. 

Fal. From the court? [They rise.] Let him come 
in.— [Eat Davy. 


Enter Ptstot, and Davy. 


How now, Pistol? 

Pist. Heaven save you, Sir John! 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 

Pist. Not the ill wind which blows no man to good, 
—Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest 
men in the realm. 

Sil, By ’r lady, I think’a be; but goodman Puff of 
Barson. 

Pist. Puff? 


* 
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Puif in thy teeth, most recreant coward base !— 
Sir John, I am thy Pistol, and thy friend, 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 

And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fal. I pr hyshee now, deliver them like a man of 
this world. 

Pist. I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal. O, base Assyrian knight, what is thy news? 
Let king Cophetua know the truth thereof. 

Sil. [Singing.] And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John,— 

Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons? 
And shall good news be baffled? 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your breeding, 

Pisi. Why then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir,—If, sir, you come with 
news from the court, I take it, there is but two ways; 
either to utter them, or to conceal them. Iam, sir, 
under the king, in some authority. 

Pist. Under which king, Bezonian? speak, or die. 

Shal. Under king Harry. 

Pist. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

Pist. Fourth in thy teeth!— 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 
Harry the Fifth’s the man. I speak the truth: 
When Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What ! is the old king dead? 

Pist. As nail in door: the things I speak are just. 

Fal. Away, Bardolph; saddle my horse.—Master 
Robert Shallow, chuse what office thou wilt in the 
land, ’t is thine,—Pistol, I will double-charge thee 
with dignities. 
~ Bard. O joyful day!—I would not take a knight- 
hood for my fortine. 

Pist, What? Ido bring good news? 
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Fal. Carry master Silence to bed.—[Davy and the 
Servants remove the tables, &c. and carry SILENCE 
gway.J|—Master Shallow, my lord Shallow, be what 
thou wilt, | am fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots; 
we ’ll ride all night:—-O, sweet Pistol!—Away, Bar- 
dolph.— [Eait BaRrDoLPH. 
Come, Pistol, utter more tome; and, withal, devise 
something to do thyself good.—Boot, boot, master 
Shallow ; I know, the young king is sick for me. Let 
us take any man’s horses; the laws of England are 
at my commandment. Happy are they which have 
been my friends ; and woe to my lord chief justice. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The Palace. 


Enter the Earl of WEstTMoRELAND, meeting the Lord 
Chief Justice. 


West. How now, my lord chief justice; whither 
away? 
‘Ch. Just. I would, his majesty had call’d me with 
him : 
The service that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 
West. Indeed, I think, the young king loves you 
not. 
Ch. Just. 1 know, he doth not; and do arm myself, 
To welcome the condition of the time ; 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 
West. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry :— 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 
How many nobles then should hold their places, 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort! 
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Enter Prince Joun, Prince Wumpurey, and Prince 
THOMAS. 


P. John. Good morrow, cousin Westmoreland. 
P, Humph. O, good my lord, you have, lost a 
friend, indeed. 
P. John. Though no man be assur’d what grace to 
find, 
You stand in coldest expectation : 
J am the sorrier: ’would, ’t were otherwise. 
P. Thom. Well, you must now speak Sir John Fal- 
staff fair ; , 
Which swims against your stream of quality. 
Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in ho- 
nour, 
ied by the impartial conduct of my soul ; 
And never shall you see, that I will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission :— 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
I’ll to the king my master, that is dead, 
And tell him who hath sent me after him. 
West, Here comes the king. 


[Exit the Chief Justice, 
Enter King Henry the Fifth. 


P. John. Good morrow; and heaven save your 

majesty ! 

K. Hen. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty. 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear : 
This is the English, not the Turkish court; 

Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds, 
But Harry, Harry :—Yet be sad, good brothers, 
For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you; 
Sorrow so royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the fashion on, 
And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad : 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
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‘Than a joint burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by heaven, Ibid you be assur’d, 
T’ll be your father and your brother too ! 
Let mebut-bear your love, E’lb bear your cares. 
Yet weep,, that Harry;’s dead; .and: so will 1: 
But Harry lives, that shall convert:those.tears, 
By number, into hours of happiness. 
P. John. We hope no other from your majesty. 
K. Hen. Come, let’s to council, brothers; where 
you-soon: i 
Shall have.an-earnestofmy true intents. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
A Public Place near, Westminster: Abbey. 


Enter Faustarr, SHaLtow, Pistor, BaRDoLPH, 
and Page. 


Fal. Stand here by me, master RobertShallow ; I 
will make the. king do- you, grace: I will: leer: upon - 
him, as ’a comes by; and:do but mark: the counte- 
nance that, he will give me. 

Pist. Heaven bless thy lungs, good knight ! 

Fal. Come here, Pistol; stand behind me.—O, if 
{ had had time. to. have. made-new liveries, I. would 
have bestow’d the thousand pound I borrow’d.of you. 
[To SHattow.] But ’t is no matter; this poor show 
doth better : this doth infer the,zeall hadto see him;— - 

Shal.. It- doth so. 

Fal. It shows my earnestness. of affections— 

Pist. It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion ;— 

Shal. It doth,. it doth, it.doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night; and not to 
deliberate, not to remember, not to have: patience to: 
shift me ;— , 

Shal. It is most certain. 
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Ful. But to stand stained with travel, ‘and sweating 
with desire to seé him: thinking of nothing else 
putting all affairs else in oblivion; ds if there were 
nothing else to be ‘done,. but to-see him.—’T is all in, 
all, and all in-every: part. 

Shal. *T is so, indeed. ) 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.| 


Enter the King, the Princes, the Earl of WestmMone- 
LAND, the Lord Chief Justice, GowER, and others 
of the King’s train. Matic 
Fal.. Heaven save thy grace, king Hal! my royal 

Hal! . ‘ 
Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most royal. 

imp of fame! | 
Fal. Heaven save thee, my sweet:boy ! 

K, Hen. My lord chief justice, speak to that vain 
man. 

€h. Just. Have you your wits? know you what ’t is. 
you speak ? 

Fal. My king! my Jove! I speak to thee my heart ! 

K..Hen. 1 know thee not, old man: Fall to thy 
prayers : ‘| 

How ill white hairs become a fool, and jester ! 

I have long dream’d of such a:kind of man, 

So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane ; 

But, being awake, I do despise my dream.——- 

Reply not to me with a:fool-born jest ; 

Presume not, that ] am the thing I was: 

For‘heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive,, 

That I have turn’d away my former self : 

When thou dost hear I am as I have ‘been, 

Approach me; and thou shalt be as thou wast, 

The tutor and the ‘feeder of my riots : 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death,— 

As I have done the rest of my misleaders,— 

Not to come near our person by ten miles. 

For competence of life I will allow you ; 

G2 
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That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, 

We will,—according to your strength, and qualities,—. 
Give you advancement.—Be it your charge, my lord, 
To see perform’d the tenor of our word.— 

[The King retires with his train.] 
fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound. 
Shal. Ay, marry, Sir John; which I beseech you to 

let me have home with me. 

Fal, That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do not 
you grieve at this; I shall be sent for in private to him: 
look you, he must seem thus to the world. Fear not 
your advancement ; I will be the man yet, that shall 
make you great. . 

Shal. I cannot perceive how; unless you give me 
your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I beseech 
you, good Sir John, Jet me have five hundred of my 
thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word: this that 
you heard, was but a colour. 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 

Fal. Fear no colours; go with me to dinner. 
Come, ancient Pistol;—come, Bardolph :—I shall 
be sent for soon at night. 


[Exeunt Farstarr, SHattow, Pistot, Bar- 
DoLPH, and Page. 
Chi Just. I like this fair proceeding of the king’s: 
Ye still I fear, °t-will bring no grace to me. 
P. John. You have, indeed, my lord, great cause. 


to doubt. 
K. Hen. Still all look strangely on me ;—and you 
most ; [To the Ch. Just.} 


Vou are, I think, assur’d, I love you not. 

Ch. Just. Lam assur’d, if I be measur’d rightly, 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

K. Hen. No! 
Tow might a prince of my great hopes, forget 
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So great indignities you laid upon me? 
What! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
‘The immediate heir of England! Was this easy? 
May this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your father ; 
The image of his power lay then in me: 
And, inthe administration of his law, 
Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 
Your highness pleased to forget my place, 
The majesty and power of law and justice, 
The image of the king whom I presented, 
And struck me in my very seat of judgment ; 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 
I gave bold way to my authority, 
And did commit you. 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours ; 
Be now the father, and propose a son: 
Hear your own dignity so much profan’d, 
See your most dreadful Jaws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d ; 
And then imagine me taking your part, 
And, in your power, so silencing your son :— 
After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 
And, as you are a king, speak in your state,— 
What [have done, that misbecame ny place, 
My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

A. Hen. Youare right, justice, and you weigh this 

well; 

Therefore, still bear the balance, and the sword : 
And I do wish your honours may increase, 
Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, asl did. 
You did commit me: 
For which, I do commit into your hand 
The unstained sword that you have us’d to bear ; 
With this remembrance,—That you use the same 
With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit, 
As you-have done ’gainst me. There is my hand; 
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You shall be as a father to my youth : 
My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear; 
And I will stoop and humble my intents 
To your well-practis’d wise directions. 
Now call we our high court of parliament : 
And let us chuse such limbs of noble counsel, 
That the great body of our state may. go 
In equal rank with the best-govern’d nation ; 
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar’to us ;—-— 
In which you, father, shall have:foremost hand. 

[To the Lord Chief Justice.} 
Our coronation done, we will accite, 
As I before remember’d, all our state: 
And, heaven consigning to my good intents, 
No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause:to say,—= 
Heaven shorten Harry’s happy life one day. 


[ Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. ] 
-LExeunts. 


THE END. 
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